





CARELESS ELVES Dui 


. . . j Y DRG Eh ef 
Cee day when Dick was swinging me | eee AEN 


So high my tiptoes touched the tree, hes Pics} ok 
The one that grows down by the pool, Ry 
I thought I saw a fairy school 
All painting leaves for pages of 
The picture books that fairies love. 

Some were as bright as our bonfire 
And I asked Dick to swing me higher 
Because I thought I saw some elves 
Pull lovely books off of their shelves. 

_ They laid them carelessly around 
And so they fell upon the ground. 

We looked surprised at one another 
And picked them up to show to Mother. 
She thanked us for the ones we saved 


And wished that elves were well behaved! 
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HALLOWEEN SONG 
MARJORIE BARROWS 


REE little witches 
Pranced in the garden, 
Three little witches 
Danced from the moon; 
One wore a wishing hat, 
One held a pussy-cat, 
One went a pitty-pat 
And whispered a tune. 


Out flew an owl 

Who glared at the kitten, 
Out flew an owl 

Who stared at the rest, 
Dancing, with haughty nose, 
Each on the other’s toes, 
Down past.the pumpkin rows 

Under his nest. 


Three little witches 
Blew on their broomsticks, 
Three little witches 
Flew to their queen, 
Over the windy glen 
Into the night . . . But then 
They will be back again 
Next Halloween. 
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By SARA C. MCMAHON 


earth he had piled under the myrtle tree, 

then straightened up to brush the dirt from 
his hands and tunic. The sad creak of the garden 
gate had warned him of his father’s return, and from 
the slowness of the step on the flagging, Fernando 
knew the day had been as hard and as unsuccessful 
as the days before it. 

“Look, Father!’’ he cried as he caught the gleam 
of his father’s silver hair above the hedge. ‘‘Look! 
Here under the myrtle is Spain with her mountains, 
and the path is the ocean-sea. I scratched waves 
in it with my stick.” 

“And beyond the ocean-sea—what lies there, 
little son?’’ smiled his father. 

“Why, Father, you know what lies beyond the 
ocean-sea—India and Cathay with gold and spices 
a-plenty—where you and I are going, when I am 
big enough and the Queen gives us leave to sail.’ 

“Yes, Fernando,” said his father. ‘‘You and I 
know that beyond the waters of the West lie India 
and Cathay and countries yet unknown. But no 
one else has the faith—not even the Queen. She 
will never let me set sail to venture across the 
ocean.” 

“Not ever?” cried the little boy, now on his 
knees beside his father on the garden seat. 
“Not ever, even when I am a man and can 
sail with you?”’ 

“Not ever,” sighed his father. “Our 
good Queen has said to-day that she does 
not see fit to send me over the ocean-sea. 
Yet I must go, so to-day I shall take my 
horse and set out for another country— 
France, I think—and ask King Charles to 
let me seek new lands for France.”’. 

“You will leave Spain?” wailed 
Fernando. “You will leave Spain— 
and me?” at: 

““You are too young to go on such es \ 
a journey, my son. I must leave “ “Zz 
you, knowing you will be good and 
brave.” 


Pest te gave a last pat to the mound of 


“But I will be all alone in Spain,” sobbed the 
“Please don’t leave me, Father. Oh, 


little boy. 








the Queen is blind and cruel to send you away.” 

“Hush,” said his father sternly. ‘‘Our Queen is 
not blind nor cruel because she does not believe 
what we believe. She is good and kind, like a true 
mother to all her people. You will not be alone in 
Spain while Isabella is Queen, and your nurse, Maria, 
is here to care for you. You will be brave?” 

“TI shall be brave.” 

“And good?” 

“And good,” said Fernando and smiled through 
his tears. 

He sat squirming his bare toes in the sun-warmed 
dust as he watched his father walk carefully past 
the myrtle tree, under which lay Spain, and skirt 
the dust waves of the ocean-sea, until after a last 
gleam of his silver hair, he disappeared through 
a gap in the hedge. 

Fernando’s eyes fell on Spain and ocean-sea and 
Cathay with leaf-shadows splotched upon them. 
One shadow lay like a crescent and made him think 
of a new moon. Now he wished that Maria had 
not told him that the first glimpse of the new moon 
was a wishing-time, and that a wish made then was 
sure to come true. Now he would give anything 
he had, his new blue tunic, or even the boat his 
father had made him, with real sails and a rudder 
and “‘Beatrice’’ painted on the stern, if 
only he could take back the wish he had 
made every wishing-time. What could 
be done about it? There was no help 
in the drowsy tree-shaded garden. He 
could hear Maria singing as she passed 
the open door and glanced out to see if 
he was all right. Maria was a great 
help in case of a stone bruise or a bee 

sting, but this trouble was beyond 
the powers of any ordinary woman. 
“But the Queen,” thought Fer- 
. nando, “the Queen is no ordinary 
woman, like Maria. The Queen is 
‘\. like a true mother, and besides she 
is in the wish. I will ask the Queen 

to help me take back my wish.” 

He ‘beat his dusty tunic with a myrtle branch, 
bathed his face at the fountain, listened a moment 














October, 1927 


to locate Maria by her song which had softened into 
a droning hum, then slipped out of the garden gate 
onto the street where he had never been allowed to 
go alone. uf 
For a moment he shrank back » 4 

against the garden wall. After 

the quiet of the garden, he was 

bewildered by — xX 
the glare of the 
sun and the con- 
fusion of the 
street noises. But 
after the first 
gasp, he threaded 
his way down the 
throbbing street, 
dodging horses’ 
hoofs and sol- 
diers’ swords. 
He asked his way 
of a merchant 
who stood beside 
the wares he had 
spread before the 
passing throng 
and the merchant 
merely laughed 
at him, thinking 
it funny that a 
little barefoot 
boy should seek 
the palace of the 


chamber, and they wondered why he was there. 
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““What can this mean?” demanded a grown-up 


voice as the court came nearer the door. 


Fernando knew by the tone that this person did 


not want him there and would probably send him 


K out. 

““T am come to 
see Madam, the 
Queen, "he cried, 
although fear 
almost took his 
breath away. 

Then a kind 
voice, a regular 
mother voice, 
said, “Little fel- 
low, can you tell 
which one of us 
is Queen?” 

Fernando 
glanced quickly 
over the smiling 
facesof the ladies. 

“It is you,” he 
said to the lady 
who had spoken. 
“You are Queen. 
I know because 
my father told 
me that you had 
blue eyes and 
looked very kind, 





Queen. He asked 


like a lovely 





some soldiers on 
leave from the 
siege of Granada 
and they joked 
among them- 
selves and sent him wrong. A tired juggler, resting 
after doing his tricks, sent him aright, and when 
the sun was red in the west, the tired little boy 
found himself before the palace that rose great and 
goodly beside the church. 

A guard drowsed by the door. Fernando’s bare 
feet made no sound on the marble steps, and the 
guard dreamed on. He passed two other guards 
talking earnestly together, but they did not see the 
little brown-tuniced figure that slipped through the 
portals and down the corridor to where the purple 
shadows took him. 

He could hear voices in a room behind great 
closed doors, then the sound of people moving, shift- 
ing about as if preparing to leave. 

The heavy doors swung toward him, pushed open 
by two pages. Fernando stared at them in wonder 
and amazement. They were beautiful, he thought, 
in their scarlet and gold, their plumes and silken 
doublets. The pages stared at Fernando—never 


had they seen a barelegged little boy in a dusty 
brown tunic, standing just beyond the threshold in 
the revealing light from the Queen’s audience 








mother.”’ 

The ladies and 
gentlemen smiled 
more kindly at 
this and the good 
Queen Isabella beckoned to Fernando to come 
nearer to her as she seated herself in the chair one 
of the pages placed for her. 

‘““That was a sweet answer, little lad, and I thank 
you and your father. Tell me, who may your 
father be?” 

‘““My father,” said Fernando, straightening his 
shoulders with pride, ‘“‘my father is Christopher 
Columbus.” 

“Is Master Columbus at court again to-day?” 
asked the Queen, ‘‘or are you alone? Little boys 
should not be far from home alone these war times.” 

“‘I am alone, Madam,” said Fernando, now stand- 
ing at her knee and looking up into her face. “I 
had to come to tell you about my wish and that 
I want to take it back.” 

“Your wish?” exclaimed the Queen and then 
because she had a little boy and girl of her own, 
she knew he had something that was hard for him 
to tell her, so she put her arm about his shoulders 
and drew him close beside her so he could tell her 
and not be afraid. 

“You see,” began Fernando, “‘you see, -Maria— 
(Continued on page 624) 
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HALLOWEEN AT THE BACK 
OF THE WORLD 


CHARACTERS 

WENDA 

Benoa Three Witches 

ZENDA 

GOBLINS, including DILLON the villain and ZERO the hero. 

TABBY 

BABBY 

DaBsy D 

SCENE: At the back of the world. Corn shocks, pump- 
kins and any usual Halloween decorations can be used. 
There are three chairs at the right in which the witches 
sit with their sewing materials around them. At the 
center back, well above the heads of the other children, 
perched perhaps on a low, well-screened stepladder, sits 
one child holding the clock, a large, round disk of card- 
board with a clock face painted on it. Just the child’s 
head should show above the circle. A gong could be 
rung by him as he speaks each stroke of the time. There 
are three large broomsticks and one small one leaning 
in a corner. Two long feathers, crossed like swords, 
show somewhere on the wall. It would be nice to make 
the kittens’ costumes of black sateen, the goblins’ of 
orange and the witches’ of soft green. The shadows 
should be of cheesecloth, either gray or a dull lavender, 
cut with head, arms and legs about the size of the 
children. 

[As the curtain rises the three witches are shown seated at 
the right with some of the shadow material in their hands 
and more on the floor in a box in front of them. The 
following litile rhymes can be either spoken or sung to 
some simple melody. If spoken they must be said with 
a snap, not dragged out.] 


WITCHES (speaking in turn and then together 
at the word “‘we’re’’): 
Iam Wenda! IamBlenda! Iam Zenda! Ho! 
We're three witches taking stitches! Watch 
us sew! 


[They busy themselves with their work as the GOBLINS enter 
with joined hands, stepping sideways, with ZERO on one 
end and DILLON on the other.) 


\ Three little Kittens. 


By MILDRED PLEW MERRYMAN 


Author of ‘‘Bonbon and Bonbonette™ 


GOBLINS: We are the 
wibblin’ wobblin’ gob- 
lins, as you all can tell! 

DILLON (advancing a step): I am Dillon, I am 
the villain! Watch me well! 

GOBLINS: We are the hobblin’ bobblin’ gob- 
lins, true as true as true! 

ZERO (advancing a step): I am Zero, I am the 
hero! Watch me too! 


[As the KITTENS enter, lock-step fashion, hands on each 
others’ shoulders the GOBLINS withdraw to the back of the 
stage and gradually seat themselves in a group.]} 


KITTENS (speaking in turn and then together 
at the word “‘we’re’’): 
Iam Tabby! I am Babby! I am Dabby D! 
We’re three kittens without mittens! 
Hey, Diddle, Diddle, Diddle, Dee! 
[They now withdraw to left and all seat themselves on the floor.) 
CLock: I am the clock with the tick, tick, 
tick, tock! 
Hear my strikes and ticks! 
One! Two! Three! Four! 
[Striking gong softly.] 
WENDA: Six o’clock 
of Halloween! How 
I wish I were 
young again, 
when I see these 
youngsters trip- 
ping back into 


Five! Six! 
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the world for a night of fun! Happy old » Th i 


ren hi Nothin’s there! 
Halloween! Ho! Hum! ~ i 


DaBBy D: Look in your pocket, Tabby! 











TABBY: What’s Halloween? 

BABBY: He doesn’t know ’cause he’s 
so new. 

BLENDA: I’ll tell you. Halloween is the one 
night in the year when all we tricksy folk are 
allowed to go back into the world. Long ago, 
you know, we lived there, but we caused so 
much mischief they drove us out. So now we 
live at the back of the world and a very good 
neighborhood it is, once you get used to it. 

TABBY: But how do you get into the world 
again? How do you know your way? 

ZENDA: Ha! That’s the secret! If you’re 
a witch you zip on your broomstick as all the 
world knows. If you haven’t a broomstick 
there’s just one way! You wrap yourself in 
your shadow and you say to your shadow, 
“Shoo!”’ and away you go, up and up and over 
the moon and into the world and down! 

GOBLIN: Now you see how important shad- 
ows are. We're very careful of them, always. 


ZERO: Company attention! [All obey except « 
Each year the minute we get back, we fold them DILLONwhostragglesbehind.| Presentshadows! § 
up and tuck them away for another year, but [All except DILLON whisk their shadows out of their pockets, 4 
if ever we do get arip on a steeple or a chimney uttering a long “Shooooooo!”’ as they do so; all except 


or a corner of the moon the witches mend us 
beautifully. 

TABBY: But what if you haven’t got any 
what-you-call-it shadow? 

SECOND GOBLIN: Goodness, Tabby, every- 
body had a shadow to begin with; the newer 
you are, the newer your shadow is. 

TABBY: Well, J haven’t any! 
DaBBY D: Look behind you, Tabby! 
TABBY (earnestly peering behind him): 


TABBY (hopefully examining his pocket): 
Nothin’s there! 
DaBBY D: Maybe you're sitting on it: 
TABBY (getting up to look): Nothin’s there! 

ZENDA: Well, then, maybe you just never 
grew one. In that case we’ll have to make you 
one out of cobwebs. Come quick and be meas- 
ured, for the time is getting late and we've still 
a lot of mending to do. [He advances and she 
whips out a tape measure to measure him.| Head 
10, legs 20, tail 2! 

CLock: I am the clock with the tick, tick, 
tick, tock! (striking gong) One! Two! Three! 
Four! Five! Six! Seven! 

WENDA: Quick! It’s late! Line up, the 
rest of you, and let’s get you mended—quick! 

ZERO (gelling up and facing the others): Com- 
pany, line up! 

[They line up, soldier fashion, across the stage, facing the 


WITCHES, KITTENS jirst and GOBLINS behind them, with 
DILLON Jast.] 


DILLON advance and drop their shadows in the box on the 
floor in front of the WITCHES.] 


BABBY: Mine’s got a rip in the middle! 

DaBBY D: Mine’s all wrinkly! 

THIRD GOBLIN: Mine has a teensy little tear 
in the toe! 

FOURTH GOBLIN: Mine’s sort of shrunk! 
[They exit, leaving DILLON behind.] 

DILLON (reluctantly advancing and dragging 
out a shadow which has been ripped to a fringe): 
Mine’s kind of tore! 
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ZENDA: Goblin, that’s a fib! 


BLENDA: What happened to you? 

DILLON (obviously making up a story): Well, 
one day I was—a—a—asleep and a—a—brownie 
came along and—ugi-—*> took out his scis- 
sors and he picked up my shadow—and he—he 
began to snip and he snipped and he—a— 
snipped and he snipped—till— 

What happened? 
DILLON: Well, then—I—I—caught it on a 
fence—a sort of picket fence. 

WENDA: Goblin, just for that you can’t go 
to-night! 

DILLON: Can’t go! 

WENDA: No! You’ve well nigh ruined your 
shadow and you told a fib; therefore, you 
can’t go! 


[He slouches away to the left, as the WITCHES bend to their 
work.] 


DILLON (to himself): Humph! 
go, nobody will! So there! 


[Creeping quietly up he steals the shadow box and runs out. 
If the box were of light cardboard it would be fun to have a 
strong thread attached to it; then DILLON could kneel at the 
door of the exit and whistle and beckon, while someone 
behind him gently pulled the thread; so that the box would 
appear to approach at his whistle.] 


WITCHES: Help! Help! 
is gone! H-e-l-p! 

ZERO (rushing in with his pop gun in his 
hand): What’s the matter? What’s the 
matter? What’s the matter? 
WITCHES: The shadow box is gone! 
way! That way! The other way! 
Quick! Quick! 

[ZERO looks wildly about and dashes away, returning with 
DILLON, but without the box.) 


ZERO: Where have you hidden it? Speak 
up! (shakes him) 

DILLON (smartly): Ding! 
hid it in the well! 
ZERO: Quick! 
DILLON: Woof! 
the roof! 


i. J cant 


The shadow box 


This 
Quick! 


Dong! Dell! I 


Or I'll fight you for it! 
Woof! Woof! I hid it on 
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ZERO: Very well! Then I’ll fight you for it! 
Have.you got a sword? 

DILLON: No, I haven’t got a sword! 

ZERO: Then I’ll fight you with a feather! 
[He takes down the feathers; they fight and 
DILLON falls.] 

ZERO (grandly putting his foot on DILLON’S 
chest): Now where is the box? 

DILLON (weakly): Out there! 


[ZERO hurries away and returns with the box, while DILLON, 
crestfallen, retires into a corner.| 


CLock: I am the clock with the tick, tick, 
tick, tock! (striking gong) One! Two! Three! 
Four! Five! Six! Seven! Eight! 

WENDA: Quick! It’s late! Call 
tricksies! 

ZERO (calling): Line up! 
tion! 

[They all rush in, line up ard receive their shadows; each 
one fastenin~ 


BABBY ..,w do you hitch’m? 

FIFT GOBLIN: With a safety pin, goosey! 

Stx 1 GOBLIN: I tuck mine in my chin! 

TABBY: I don’t; I tie mine round my neck! 

BLENDA: So long, tricksies! Have a night 
full of fun, but be sure to be back by dawn! 

ZENDA: Look out for your shadows when you 
get to the moon! The corners are sure to be 
prickly! 

WENDA: Quickly now! Get you gone! 

ZERO (at the head): Get ready! Get on your 
mark! 

ALL: Shoooo! 

ZERO: Get set! 

ALL: Shooooooo! 

ZERO: Go! 

ALL: Shooooo000000000! [They all leap for- 
ward at the word and exit.| 

WENDA: Ho! Hum! How I would enjoy 
one more good Halloween! There are the 
broomsticks standing in the corner, still! 


(Continued on 
page 625) 
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HE smoke came up from the chimney—nice 
+ puffy, white smoke—up and up into the air. 

But by afternoon the smoke was tired of just 
going up into the air. So some of it came down 
and settled on the roof, and before it knew it, it 
was a little smoke man! 

A cunning little man of smoke, with a round puff 
for a head and another for a body and little fat 
puffs for arms and legs! He was so round that he 
rolled right off the roof, down to the ground, and 
it didn’t hurt him a bit. Instead, he rather liked it. 

“Only, how on earth am I ever going to keep 
myself together?” he said. For the wind was blow- 
ing a little, and it kept blowing pieces of him away, 
so that he had to run after them, and stick them on 
again. ‘“‘And what would I do if there was a strong 
wind!’’ he wondered. Then he got a string and 
tied himself around, and that helped. 

He walked along down the street then. Have I 
said it was fall? Well, it was; it was the last of 
October. So there were piles of brown leaves along 
the sidewalk, and the little smoke man liked to walk 
in them. He didn’t make them rustle, because he 
was so light, but he liked to walk in them just the 
same. 

And all up and down the street, 
the children had made bonfires 
of the leaves, for it was the kind 
of street that would let you make 
bonfires on it. There were piles 
of brown leaves, and little red 
flickers of flame, and white smoke 
blowing. 

And since there was so much 
smoke, no one noticed the little 
smoke man, although he was so 
excited, being there with the chil- 
dren, that he danced up and down 
as if he were crazy. All up and 
down and up and down the street, 
he danced and had fun, and no- 
body noticed him at all. Only once in a while, 
when he bumped into little girls or little boys, 
they’d say, ‘My, this smoke does bother!’ 

But after a while it was really dark, and along 
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the street lighted doors began to open, and mothers 
were calling, “Billy! Molly! Allan! Sue!- Chil- 
dren! Come to dinner!” And the children said, 
“Oh! We're forgetting! It’s to-night! Don’t you 
know, it’s to-night! Let’s hurry!” And they ran 
away to the lighted doors, and went inside, and the 
doors were shut. 

Then the street was very dark, except for a 
flicker of fire here and there, where a bonfire hadn’t 
quite gone out, and the little smoke man wandering 
up and down. 

“They said, ‘It’s to-night!’”’ the little smoke man 
told himself, feeling rather lonesome. “‘What is 
to-night? I’d like to know.” 

He wandered on down the street, and at the very 
end of it there was a huge pile of leaves that he 
thought had forgotten to be a bonfire. And in the 
middle of them a little white fluffy kitten was curled 
up, and it was looking very solemn, for a kitten. 

“Why are you looking so sad?” asked the smoke 
man, sitting down on the leaves beside the kitten. 

“Because I’m a little white cat instead of a black 
cat,” said the kitten. ‘“‘And it’s Halloween, and 
I can’t have any fun!” 

““What’s Halloween?” asked 
the smoke man. 

“Don’t you know about Hal- 
loween?”’ said the white kitten, 
very much surprised. ‘Where 
have you been raised?”’ 

“Upa chimney,” said the smoke 

man. 
“Oh, well, then!” said the 
kitten. ‘‘No one can expect much 
of you, and I’ll tell you. Hallow- 
een is one of the most fun nights, 
maybe the most fun night, except 
Christmas Eve. Halloween is 
scaring people and playing jokes, 
and apples and jack-o-’lanterns, 
and witches and black cats. Oh, 
dear! That’s the trouble!” 

““What’s the trouble?” said the smoke man. 

“Everybody likes black cats on Halloween. No- 
body wants a little white kitten around. So I can’t 
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have any fun.” The white kitten looked very sad. 

“Cheer up,” said the smoke man. “If it’s Hal- 
loween, and everybody has fun, we’ll have fun 
too—you and me.” 

“Shall we?” said the little white cat excitedly. 

“Yes,” said the 
smoke man with de- 
termination. ‘“‘Now 
that I know about 
Halloween, I’ll be 
part of it. And you 
can, too. Goodness, 
and gracious, what 
are those horrible 
faces? Let’s hide!” 
He scrambled back- 
wards and began to 
try to cover himself 
up with leaves. 

For just then, up 
and down the street, 
the children were 
lighting the yellow 
jack-o’-lanterns in 
the windows, and 
they did look scary 
if you had never seen 
them before. But 
the little white kitten 
laughed and looked 
fluffier than ever. 

“Those are only 
pumpkins made into jack-o’-lanterns,”’ it said. “I 
saw the children making them last night. Aren’t 
they funny?” 

“Yes, funny,” said the smoke man, crawling out 
from under the leaves and pretending he hadn’t been 
frightened. ‘“‘What shall we do?”’ 

“What the others do,” said the little white cat. 
So they went down the street, just as the children 
came running out of their houses, dressed as clowns 
and witches and goblins and ghosts, skipping along 
the sidewalks. And the smoke man and the kitten 
skipped, too, and ran up and down steps, and rang 
people’s door bells, and went into houses, and bobbed 
for apples in tubs, and tried to bite apples on strings, 
and had their fortunes told. They had a beautiful 
time. Everybody on the whole street had a beauti- 
ful time. And at last they lit the big bonfire at the 
end of the street—the very one where the smoke 
man had found the kitten—and everybody danced 
around it. 

As they were dancing, somebody said, ‘“‘Oh, isn’t 
it too bad that Betty isn’t here?” 

“Yes,” said another somebody. 
loved Halloween. It’s a shame!” 

“Who is Betty?” said the smoke man to the kitten. 
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“Betty is the nicest one of all,’’ said the kitten. 
“But she is sick, and so she has to miss Halloween.” 

“She oughtn’t to have to miss all of Halloween,” 
said the smoke man. “Let’s go and see her, and 
be part of Halloween, anyway.” 

“Oh, yes,”’ said the 
kitten, jumping stiff- 
legged and then chas- 
ing its tail. ‘“‘She’d 
like that! Let’s do.” 

““Only— but—I 
can’t stay on the 
ground much long- 
er,” said the smoke 
man, hesitating. “I 
can feel myself get- 
ting lighter all the 
time. I won’t have 
another chance to 
dance around a bon- 
fire. Oh, why did I 
have to think that it 
would be nice of us to 
go and see Betty?” 

“You are getting 
lighter all the time,” 
said the kitten. “I 
can see through you 
much easier than I 
could at first.” 

““Can you see that 


I want to stay and 
dance?”’ said the smoke man. 


“Yes,”’ said the kitten. 

“Well, come along,’ said the smoke man. So 
they took hold of hands and ran away from the 
bonfire, down to a little house, where Betty was 
in bed. 

They peeped through the window. Betty’s mother 
was reading a story to her, but all at once a tear ran 
down Betty’s face. 

“‘Do you like the story, darling?”’ said her mother, 
pretending there hadn’t been a tear. 

“T thought maybe some of the children would 
come in,” said Betty, “‘because it’s Halloween. But, 
of course, it’s fun outdoors. Do you think if you 
opened the window, Mother, that I could hear them?’ 

The kitten and the smoke man crouched down 
under the window as Betty’s mother came and 
opened it wide. They heard Betty say, “I can 
hear them! Listen, Mother! They’re laughing, 
aren’t they?”’ And through the still air came the 
far-off shouts of the children. 

Then Betty’s mother said, “I’ll get your hot 
chocolate now, dear.. Shall I leave the window open 
while I get it?” 

She went away, and there was a silence. Betty, 

(Continued on page 646) 
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A green a 
Small but quick, 
Went out walking 










He was full of mischief, 
He frightened'all” 
e ee a 


t he could see. 


He saw a little maiden 
In a wood. 

He looked as fierce as 
A goblin should. 


He crept by the hedge | row, 
He said, “ 







“How are you?” 


“What!” said the goblin, 
“Aren’t you afraid?” 

“T think you’re funny,” 
Said the maid. 


“Ha!” said the goblin, 
Sitting down flat. 

“You think I’m funny? 
I don’t like that. 


“I’m very frightening. 
You should flee!” 
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A GOBLINADE » 
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With a black thorn stick. 


“Boo!” laughed the little girl, 
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“You’re cunning,” she said, 
“As you can be!” 


Then = laughed again, and 
Went away. 

But ~ oblin stood there 
All that day. 


A beetle came by, and 
“Well?” it said. 

But the goblin only 
Shook his head. 


“For I am funny,” 
He said to it. 

“I thought I was alarming, 
And I’m not a bit. 


“If I’m amusing,” 
He said to himself, 
“I won’t be a goblin, 


I'll be an elf! 


“For a goblin must be goblin 
All the day, 

But an elf need only 
Dance and play.” 


So the little green goblin 
me an elf. 

And he dances all day, and 

He likes himself. 
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THE FIRST JACK O’ LANTERN 


NCE upon a time there was 

() a little pumpkin, a Yellowy 

Green Pumpkin, growing ina garden. There 

were no other pumpkins in that garden, only some 
other vegetables and some weeds. 

Little Yellowy Green Pumpkin was very lone- 
some and looked all around the garden for a playmate 
but could see none. The radishes were too bashful; 
they hid their little red faces in the ground. The 
potatoes kept their eyes blindfolded all the time; 
the sage seemed too old and gray and wise, and the 
peppergrass was too sharp. As for the onions, they 
made him weep. 

Little Yellowy Green Pump- 
kin said to himself, 

“TI want a playmate. If I 
can’t find one here I’ll travel 
around and see if I can’t 
find one. There must be a 
playmate somewhere!” 

So he grew and grew and 
the vine he was on grew 
and carried Yellowy Green 
Pumpkin along with it. You 
see, he was riding on the vine, 
holding on by the strap, or 
his stem. 

By and by he found him- 
self close to a fence. “I 
wonder what is over the other 
side of that,” he thought. 

“I’m going to climb up to 
see.” 

He begged the vine to 
grow faster and climb up the 
fence. So it climbed and 
climbed by putting its little 


JOSEPHINE PERKINS 


tendrils into cracks in the boards 
and pulling itself up till it got 
little Yellowy Green Pumpkin on top of the fence. 
There he balanced himself and looked around. 

Now I must tell you something funny about his 
face. How do you suppose Yellowy Green Pumpkin 
could see? This is the way it was. Once after a 
hard rain the vine on which he was hanging was 
growing so fast that it made Yellowy Green Pump- 
kin bump into two sharp stones that stuck up out 
of the ground. He bumped into the stones so hard 
that two dents were made in his face—and these he 
found to be eyes. And that 
is the time he looked around 
the garden for a playmate. 

At that time he had no 
mouth. If you want to know 
how he talked and asked 
the vine to carry him faster 
you will have to ask the 
Blinky Klinky Sparrow that 
sings at four o’clock in the 
morning in that garden. He 
knows about everything that 
goes on there. 

One thing Yellowy Green 
Pumpkin could not do with- 
out a mouth and that was 
to laugh, and he wished he 
could. 

As he sat on top of the 
fence and looked about with 
his big denty eyes, he saw 
another garden and in that 
garden was a Round Rolly 
Pumpkin that looked much 
like himself. He was so 
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delighted to see something that looked as if it might 
be a playmate that he jumped right off the fence, 
kerplunk, let go of the vine and landed on the 
ground with such a crash that 
it made a great crack across 
his face—and this he found 
to be a mouth, a nice laugh- 
ing mouth. He laughed and 
shouted to Round Rolly 
Pumpkin with his new mouth. 

By this time little Yellowy 
Green Pumpkin had grown 
quite big and was bright yel- 
low all over, but of course he 
could not change his name 
any more than you can 
change yours. So he called 
to Round Rolly Pumpkin 
and said, 

“Tam Yellowy Green Pump- 
kin and I am coming to play 
with you. What is your 
name?” 

But poor Round Rolly 
Pumpkin could say nothing. 
You see she couldn’t, because 
she had no mouth to talk 
with. 

“T’ll roll over close- to 
you!’’ shouted Yellowy Green 
Pumpkin, and away he started, rolling over and 
over, and over and over again. Then he hit some- 
thing—it was an onion sticking half way out of the 
ground. It made a dent between his eyes lower 
down on his face. 

“Something smells good to eat! I never smelled 
anything before!’ exclaimed Yellowy Green Pump- 
kin right out loud. 

“Ha, ha!” chirped Blinky Klinky Sparrow, sitting 
high in a tree where he could see both gardens. 
‘‘You know why, don’t you? Now you have 
a nose to smell with.” 

Yellowy Green Pumpkin laughed 
and rolled on to where Round Rolly 
Pumpkin lay. Round Rolly Pump- 
kin didn’t have any eyes, nose or 
mouth that you could see but she 
seemed glad to have Yellowy Green 
Pumpkin there. Round Rolly Pump- 
kin couldn’t talk nor smile; she 
couldn’t even look at her pumpkin 
friend, because she had no eyes to 
see with. All that she could do for 
play was to bump her head against 
his. 

Yellowy Green Pumpkin was soon 
tired of that, as was to be expected, 


and looked around to see if he could find a better 
playmate. He saw a little boy coming from the 
white house near-by—a very jolly boy who looked 
as though he’d make the very best kind of a com- 
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panion. The boy came whistling down the path 
with a hoe over his shoulder. 

“I hope he sees me,”’ said Yellowy Green Pumpkin 
to himself. ‘Oh, I hope he 
sees me!”’ 

The boy came a little 
closer. When he saw Round 
Rolly Pumpkin and Yellowy 
Green Pumpkin together he 
was surprised because there 
had been only one pumpkin 
there before. He dropped 
his hoe and stared. When 
he saw the face on one of 
the pumpkins he was puzzled 
and rubbed his eyes. He 
had never seen a face on a 
pumpkin before. Finally he 
laughed and said, 

“T’ll take this one to the 
house and have some fun 
with it. Perhaps—just per- 
haps I can—”’ 

He stopped then and the 
little pumpkin didn’t know 
what it was that his new 
playmate thought he might 
do. 

The boy picked Yellowy 
Green Pumpkin up and 
started back up the narrow path with him, whistling 
just as loudly as he could. When he came near the 
piazza he saw a partly-burned candle on the ground 
that someone had thrown away. That gave him 
another idea. 

He sat right down on the steps, took out his jack- 
knife, cut a piece off the top of Yellowy Green 
Pumpkin’s head (it didn’t hurt because it was only 
a pumpkin head). Then he scooped out the seeds, 
made the eyes, nose and mouth a little bigger, cut 
some points for teeth and put the candle inside. 

‘“‘Now, Mister Pumpkin,” he said, grinning as he 
looked at the funny face that he had 
made, “I’m going to call you Jack, be- 
cause I made you with my jackknife. 
You look mighty fine, Jack, and 
I’m going to have some fun 
with you when it gets dark.. You 
just wait and see! I'll light the 
candle, put the top back on 
and take you around to look 


bet, Jack, that you and I’ll have 
lots of fun!’ 

Yellowy Green Pumpkin 
laughed with his funny wide 
mouth and I am quite sure that 
he winked one of his funny eyes at his new playmate. 

He was very happy because he had at last found 
a really truly playmate and was very proud to be 
the first Jack o’ Jantern. , 
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THE SECRET OF BELDEN PLACE 


H, GO ahead and tell 

() us, Jimmy,” I begged. 

“You promised and we 

told you what we are going to be when we grow up.” 

“No, you didn’t,” Jimmy insisted. ‘‘You just 

said you were going to be an author and an actress. 
You didn’t say which wanted to be which.” 

“Silly!” Patty Morrison, my cousin, laughed. 
“I’m going on the stage and Patsy wants to write 
stories. I bet you’re going to be an author, too, 
because while ago when we came up here, you put 
a piece of paper away, quick, so we couldn’t see.” 

“Guess again!’’ Jimmy grinned. 

“Oh, Jimmy, I think you’re mean,” I said. 
“Please tell us.” 

“You won't laugh?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Then—well, J want to be an artist.” 

“TI think that’s splendid,” said Patty. “ 
I’m an actress, you can paint my portrait.” 

“And you can illustrate my stories,” I 
added. 

Jimmy shook his head. ‘No, I want to 
paint scenery—things like that river over 
there.”’ 

We were up in the Peter Pan house which 
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John, the gardener, had built 
for us in the branches of the 
tallest tree in the orchard. 
From where we sat we could see the Ohio River 
and, beyond that, the Kentucky shore. I loved the 
river—it was so smooth and glassy and majestic- 
looking. It was friendly, too, because you could 
always see trees nodding to you on the other side— 
just like folks. The river must have made Jimmy 
feel all thrilly, too, from the dreamy look in his big 
gray eyes. Then Patty saw that he had been hiding 
something behind him and that he had almost for- 
gotten it in looking at the river. Suddenly she 
pounced on it, before Jimmy could stop her. 

“Why, it looks like the Ohio River,’”’ I said when 
I saw the water color sketch Patty held up for me. 

“It zs the Ohio River,” said Patty. ‘“It’s— 
beautiful, Jimmy. ‘It—it makes me have a little 
prickly feeling down inside of me.” 

Jimmy’s eyes were 
shining. ‘“‘That’s why 
I painted it. The river 


always makes me feel— 
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well, just like you said you do.” 

““Won’t we be proud of you when you are a great 
painter?” I cried. ‘‘But, of course, you’ll have to 
go to art school first and—”’ 

I stopped, for the light had died out of Jimmy’s 
face. ‘Does it cost a lot—to go to art school?” 
he asked. 

So that was the trouble. Jimmy was the son of 
Mrs. Fisher, Aunt May’s housekeeper, and there 
probably wouldn’t be any money for his educa- 
tion after he finished public school. When his 
mother lived in Arlington, the city a few miles 
up the river, she had found it hard 
to get work because of her two 
children; and before she came to 
Belden Place to live, she had just 
about decided to put Jimmy and Ate 
his baby sister in a Home. S25 

But Aunt May had fixed all 
that. Mrs. Fisher was such a reliable 
housekeeper and John, her younger 
brother, such a good gardener, that she 
was having the gardener’s cottage fixed 
up for them to live in. It wouldn’t be 
ready until fall, and in the meantime 
the four of them were staying in the 
big house. This was the second time 
that Mother and Aunt May had left 
Patty and me in the housekeeper’s 
care; and I was finding it quite a treat to visit at 
Belden Place, the old house that my great-grand- 
father had built at the edge of Fayetteville. 

Patty looked at me and I looked at Patty. We 
both knew why Jimmy was so downcast when I 
talked of art school. But my cousin, as usual, seemed 
to know exactly what to do. 

“‘I suppose it does cost a great deal,’’ she said, 
“but couldn’t you earn the money yourself?” 

“‘T used to make money,” he answered, “when we 
lived in Arlington, but I always gave it to Mom. 
She didn’t like to take it—but—you see, she— 
had to.” 

“It’s different now,” Patty insisted. “I tell you 
—let’s all three start earning money to pay our 
way through college. It will be fun, all doing it 
together. Why, we can form a regular company. 
Wouldn’t Spaulding, Morrison, and Fisher sound 
fine?”’ 

“It sounds fine, but what could our company do?” 
I asked. 

“Don’t be so impatient, Patsy Spaulding. Can’t 
you see I’m trying to think?” She held up her 
hand. ‘Please don’t say a word, anybody, just for 
a second. I have an idea by the tail feathers now 


and I don’t want it to get away.” 

I giggled. That was the sort of thing that 
Mr. Whitney was always saying, and it was funny 
to hear Patty try to imitate him. Mr. Whitney was 
the nice old man who kept the grocery store down 
on the corner, and there wasn’t much of anything 
he didn’t know. 
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“T have it,” Patty cried suddenly. 


“‘Spaulding, 
Morrison and Fisher will find Great-grandmother’s 
lost jewels.” 

“Yes, if we can,” I said, thinking of all the times 







we had tried. “But that wouldn’t be earning 
money. We couldn’t sell heirlooms that had been 
“There might be something in it for 
Jimmy anyway. Mr. Whitney said a reward 
I bet our mothers would be so tickled if 
Jimmy helped us find them, that they might 
““When did your grandma lose her jew- 
elry?”’ Jimmy asked. 

plained. “It was our Great-grandmother 
Patricia Belden—the one Patsy and I were 
were lost years and years ago, 
not long after the Civil War. 
2 here some place. That’s why 
folks in Fayetteville call this 
f “I don’t see how we can find 
Zan>¥ them, if your Great-grandma 
“Well, it will take some very 
hard thinking,” Patty answered. “I have an idea— 

call ourselves the T. S. Company.” 

““What’s that?” I asked. 

“Yes, let’s!”” Jimmy and I cried, almost together. 
Then he added, “But say, after all your mothers 
helping you.” 

After that I suggested that we really should 
meant, but we wanted to be business-like. I 
climbed down the tree and ran into the house for 
incorporation, as Daddy always called them. 

In Great-grandfather Belden’s old Sheraton desk 
bottle of black ink. Then upstairs, in the room I 
shared with my cousin, I came across some red ink. 
we would make of it and of how surprised Patty 
and Jim would be. 
asked me, as I passed through the kitchen on my 
way out. That was one of the nice things about 
most surprising little surprises. 

When Patty and Jimmy saw me coming with the 
glasses, a plate of cookies and a pitcher of lemonade, 
they lost no time in lowering the big basket which 


in the family several generations.”’ 

was Offered at the time the jewels were lost. 
give him a reward themselves.” 
“It wasn’t our grandmother,” Patty ex- 
named for. And the jewels 
‘ 
{ They’re supposed to be around 
4 the house with a secret.” 
couldn’t,” said Jimmy. 

instead of being just a regular business firm, let’s 

“Treasure Seekers, of course.” 
have done for me I—wouldn’t want a reward for 
incorporate. We didn’t know exactly what that 
ink and paper, so we could draw up the articles of 
in the library, I found the paper, two pens and a 
I had to giggle to myself when I thought of the use 
“Would you like some lemonade?”’ Mrs. Fisher 
Jimmy’s mother—she was always thinking of the 
tray, on which the housekeeper had arranged three 
hung suspended by means of a stout rope from a 
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limb of the tree. I set the tray inside and they 
drew it up again. It’s not very easy to climb, 
loaded down with things, and that’s why we had 
fixed up the basket pulley. 

My, that lemonade tasted good, and the oatmeal 
cookies had just come from the oven and were still 
warm. 

““What’s that red ink for?”’ Patty asked, munch- 
ing a cooky. 

“‘Just wait and see!’ I told her, dipping my pen 
in the black ink. I knew that I had her feeling 
awfully curious. 

“We, the undersigned,” I wrote, ‘do hereby 
organize the firm of Spaulding, Morrison and Fisher, 
Treasure Seekers, to be known as the T. S. Company, 
and declare ourselves incorporated.”’ 

“Oh, is that all there is to it?” Jimmy sounded 
disappointed. 

I shook my head. “I’m not sure how it’s done 
myself, but I think we’ should have a pledge of some 
sort, even if the grown-up firms don’t. We might 
pledge ourselves to neither eat nor sleep until we 
find the jewels.” 

Patty laughed. ‘‘That’s too risky.” 

Jimmy thought so, too, and we were sure that 
Mrs. Fisher would never consent anyway; so I 
simply wrote: “We 
hereby pledge our- 
selves to find the 
jewels lost by 
Patricia Belden.”’ 

“‘Now where’s 

the red ink?” 
I said. ‘“‘We’re 
going to sign 
our names in 
blood.” 

Patty and 
Jimmy laughed so 
hard that if it 
hadn’t been for the 
railing around the 
Peter Pan house, 

I’m sure they 

would have fallen 

off. I told them I 

didn’t seeanything 

so funny about it; 

the ink was just 

the color of blood 

and much more practical. They kept 

right on giggling, but they signed their 

names all right. Afterwards, when we 

told Mr. Whitney about it, he laughed, too, and 
declared that the old-fashioned pirates certainly 
could have learned a thing or two from us. 

After our articles of incorporation were signed, 
Jimmy wanted to know the whole story; so we told 
him how Belden Place had been one of the stations 
in the Underground Railroad before the Civil War. 
Folks had been specially suspicious of my Great- 
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grandfather Belden, not only because he was such 
a strong abolitionist—in fact, that was why he had 
moved west from Virginia—but because he lived so 
near the river where many runaway slaves crossed 
over from Kentucky. For these reasons, he had to 
take extra-special precautions, because, of course, he 
wasn’t really supposed to help the poor black people 
who didn’t want to be slaves any longer and were 
trying to escape to Canada. So he had walled up 
a little room over the kitchen where he could hide 
them, and he had fixed up a secret door which opened 
at the touch of a hidden spring—and all sorts of 
romantic things like that. Even our mothers hadn’t 
suspected the room was there, and Patty and I 
never would have known about it either if Mr. 
Whitney hadn’t told us a story his father told him 
when he was a little boy. At any rate, the story 
set us to thinking and to hunting, for we thought 
the missing heirlooms might be hidden in the mystery 
room, as we liked to call it. 

“You know the rest,” I told Jimmy. ‘We found 
the room—it’s the one back of your mother’s, the 
one we’re using for a playroom now.” 

“Gee,” he exclaimed, “‘I think you girls were 
awfully smart.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said my cousin gloomily. 
“There weren’t any jewels there. We found it, but 

it turned out to be just an ordinary room after 
all.” 

Suddenly, Jim- 
my seemed almost 
bursting with some 
wonderful secret. 
He really did— 
that’s the only 
way to describe 

im. ‘Just think, 
I saw an honest-to- 
goodness treasure 
and didn’t know 
it!” 

‘Jimmy Fisher, 
what are you talk- 
ing about?” Patty 
demanded. 

But he seemed 
determined to 
string us along for 
awhile. “‘Did you 
say it was just an 
ordinary room?” 
He paused in the 
tantalizing way he 

must have picked up from Patty. “I’ve found 
something that may make you change your minds.”’ 

““Don’t tease us,” I begged. ‘‘ What did you find?” 

“If you want to know that,” he answered, ‘‘you’ll 
have to come up to the mystery room and see.”’ 

We shinned down the gnarled old apple tree in 
a jiffy and raced to the house. At the foot of the 
broad stairway in the hall, I paused. ‘The last 

(Continued on page 638) 
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THE ORGAN—KING OF MUSIC LAND 


By HENRY PURMORT EAMES, LL. B. 


Mus Doc. Composer, Piano-Lecture-Recitalist; Teacher of Piano and Lecturer at American 
Conservatory, Chicago; President of the Society of American Musicians 


OR centuries the organ has been called the 
“King of Instruments,” and it is a true and 
a descriptive nickname. You children know - 
how fitting certain nicknames are. There goes a 
boy with red hair, and you call him Red, or Brick; 
here comes Freckles; “Hello Slim,” you say to 
another, and so the nicknames stick because they 
really describe some noticeable characteristics of 
their bearers. The “‘King of Instruments” has been 
for centuries the pipe organ, and to-day this King 
wields his scepter over a greater music land than ever 
before in the long story of music and musical 
instruments. The organ was the musical bridge 
which connected the lives, religion, and music of 
that wonderful people, the ancient Greeks, with 
our early Christian worship and its musical begin- 
nings. 

Long has this “King of Music Land”’ reigned, for 
with the exception of the trumpet, horn, and oboe, 
the organ is the most ancient wind-instrument in 
use to-day. And yet—I hope you will understand 
me—the organ is the most modern of instruments, 
too, for the simple reason that, within the last one 
hundred and fifty years, it has been so improved 
that modern organs differ from old organs almost 
as much as automobiles differ from stagecoaches. 

But let us get down to “‘brass tacks.’”” When and 
where was this “King of Music Land” born? We 
always want to know the birthdays of kings, do 
we not? 

Long, long ago in Egypt, in the city of Alexandria, 
about two hundred and fifty years before Jesus was 
born, there lived a man, Ctesibius. (Just forget to 
sound the first letter, and then you will pronounce 
his name correctly and easily.) Ctesibius, being 
clever in things mechanical, made the earliest known 
wind-instrument not blown by human lungs, the very 
jirst organ. The air which, when properly vibrated, 
creates the voice and speech of an organ pipe, was 
blown into the organ pipes by a very simple and 
crude application of water power. Ctesibius’ primi- 
tive organ was a mere “‘Princeling in Music Land,” 
which, later on, was to be a King. Even 

this little “Prince in Music Land’’—this infant 
» eH organ—was adored at once by its musical subjects, 
= waa Wah for it governed their ears and moved their hearts 
by its unceasingly loud and piercing tones. To the 
Greeks it was a marvel and a miracle in musical 
instruments, so much so that ‘‘Ctesibius’ water- 
organ” (as it was called) was consecrated to, and 
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placed in the Temple of Venus, the goddess of beauty. 
The coming King of Instruments grew (as all princes 
have a habit of doing) and was so commanding of 
voice that it was used in national tournaments of 
sports, in festivals, and later on in Roman life, to 
signal the commencement of the brutal sea fights 
staged in flooded amphitheaters, which were the 
delight of the people. But as time went on water 
power in organs was abandoned, and the air organ, 
called the ‘‘Pneumatic’’—here is another word in 
which the first letter is silent—took its place. Look 
at the illustrations on these very pages of the story 
of the organ, and pick out a Panpipe (sometimes 
called the Syrinx), and also a Bagpipe, and remem- 
ber that a pipe organ is really a combination of these 
two primitive instruments. In the Panpipe the air 
is blown directly from the lungs of the player into the 
pipe. In the Bagpipe an increased and stored-up 
air supply is obtained by having the player blow 
into a “bag,” or “reservoir,” which feeds directly 
into the sounding pipe itself. In many ways the 
organ of to-day is no more like the old organs of 
medieval times than Lindbergh’s plane, ‘‘ The Spirit 
of St. Louis,” is like Robert Fulton’s first steamboat, 
the “Clermont.” 

The great Winchester Abbey organ of the year 
nine hundred fifty had four hundred pipes, twenty- 
six bellows, which required the strenuous work of 
seventy men to keep filled with air. The good monk 
who wrote of this old English cathedral organ says, 
“And they sweated uncommonly,” and you and I 
would do just that if we had done their work. The 
keys were six inches wide, and were so hard to 
depress that the two players, who performed at one 
and the same time, struck them with padded fists. 
There were no pedals or stops before the year fifteen 
hundred. “Like thunder the iron tones batter the 
ear’’—tones heard miles away from the cathedral 
itself. But the young organ king held sway as a 
powerful monarch of music land, even if not a sweet 
and winning ruler, and by the year fifteen hundred, 
it broadened its character as well as brightening 
its career. Additional banks of keys for the hands 
were added; keys for the feet, called pedals, were 
attached; and stops—which are devices for con- 
trolling and combining the many varieties of pipe- 
tones in a great organ—were invented. With the 
invention of the wind-chest the problem of adequate 
and steady air supply was largely solved, and the 
King of Instruments ruled with more love and 
beauty thereafter. 

Now we will take a hop, skip, and a jump over 
a thousand years. We will use the “magic carpet,” 
of course, and rub “Aladdin’s lamp” as well. 
Presto, change! Here we are in the presence of the 
wonderful Roxy Theater organ in New York. It 
is perhaps the latest and last word in modern organs. 
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Now you may see to what regal 
stature the Prince and King of 
Instruments can grow, even in 
Music Land. This theater organ 
is a musical instrument with sev- 
eral thousand pipes. It is played 
by three organists at once, who are seated 
before three separate keyboards, called 
consoles. There were over fourteen sets 
of keys on the three consoles, with over 
seven hundred stops within hand and arm- 
reach of the players. The King of Power- 
land, Electricity, has made all this possible. 
The huge lungs of this organ (and of all 
modern organs) are kept full of air by 
electric pumps. The huge pipes, from 
thirty-two feet down to one inch in length, 
are opened and closed to that invisible 
creator and carrier of tone, the air, by 
electric energy. The main cable of elec- 
tric wires connecting every key, pedal, and 
stop on the organ consoles, with the pipes 
and other sound-making devices and in- 
struments, has over forty thousand sepa- 
rate wires in it. A marvelous master- 
piece of music-making machinery—such 
is the organ of to-day! The organs of 
medieval days, one of which I have de- 
scribed, could only speak fortissimo; never 
could they soften their strident voices. 
But modern organs, such as the Roxy and 
its kind, no matter how large or loud, are 
ready and willing to whisper as softly as 
the softest summer breezes. 

Through their electrical connection they 
can utter not only all the true organ-tone 
effects (which I believe to be those tones 
and effects issuing from pipes in which 
columns of air are vibrated), but these 
modern monarchs in Music Land can play 
every so-called “‘percussion’”’ instrument 
used in the modern orchestra: all types 
of drums, the celesta, harp, piano, chimes, 
xylophone, marimba, orchestral 
bells, tuned sleigh bells, Chinese 
gong, castenets, tambourines, 
Persian cymbals and triangles. 
I wonder just what Saint Cecilia 
would say to this kind of an 
organ. She was, as you know, the 
protecting Saint of sacred music 
in early Christian days, and has 
been painted at various quaint, 
old organs by such great masters 
as Van Dyck of Belgium, Lucas 
van Leyden, the Dutch painter, 
and Raphael of Italy. 

(Continued on page 630) 


OTST OT A ee 


a A ae: 
=p Nee a) 


yi > Do ) 
EET CSTR OTC OTN GC oN Ea deed 


MVINVING ie Oa) OT ee as Sad old adhd ee el 


ov 





CHILD LIFE 


October, 1927 


THE ADVENTURES OF ANDY 


WHAT HAPPENED 
BEFORE 


Andy—or Andromeda, as she 
was known before she lost her job and half of her name—is 
peeved. Her little girl has just been married. And Andy feels 
grumpy and ill-used and as lonely as a snub-nosed doll can feel. 
So she goes and sits on the fire escape (where she has never been 
allowed to sit) and begins chatting with a wooden acrobat, who 
lives next door. He admires her very much, but tells her quite 
plainly that she is too proud and stubborn. This disturbs Andy 
dreadfully, and to add to her troubles she finds the window 
behind her has been shut, and 
the family have gone to the 
country for the summer. 

Late in the afternoon, a large 

magenta balloon sails her way. 
In its basket sits a masked air- 
man, who takes her to a lonely 
marsh, then sails away again. 
Among the weeds and rushes 
Andy meets Billy-the-Lantern, 
a hedgehog hung with all sorts of 
papers and odds and ends found 
in the woods he is always tidy- 
ing, and later meets a bored- 
looking horse, fond of eating 
huckleberry bushes, a cranky 
rag doll, a wooden soldier and 
a pink china cat with three legs. 
They have all run away and 
invite Andy to come along with 
them. 
- On a sandy beach, where the 
horse absent-mindedly dumps 
them, the rag doll starts a col- 
ony and Andy discovers an egg 
that hurriedly hatches into Eg- 
gie, the homeliest baby bird that 
ever was. Just as Andy is 
planning to adopt him, Eggie’s 
mother swoops down and takes 
him home again. Andy wan- 
ders dejectedly down to the 
river and jumps on a log that 
floats off with her. Just before it reaches the rapids, though, 
the mysterious stranger rescues her. He loans her his cape, 
but is so frank and uncomplimentary that Andy stumbles off 
in a huff. 

The next day, after washing her clothes and escaping from 
the clutches of a poodle and a terrier who take a fancy to her, 
Andy discovers a pond and decides to go in bathing. She is 
having a splendid splash when a rude chipmunk stops her and 
demands ten cents—the fee for bathing in the pond. When he 
finds she can’t pay it, he bundles up her clothes and tells her 
they will be sold at public auction to pay her debts. Andy, 
wearing an indignant frown and a large handkerchief, goes along 
with him, for she is determined at any price not to be parted 
from her beloved clothes. 

At the auction, poor Andy’s grief knows no bounds for even 
when her nice striped skirt, her lace-trimmed petticoat, and her 
precious apron are sold, they can’t raise the ten cents. So the 
sheriff does his duty and takes her to jail where his wife gives 
back the purple cloak to her—because she is too soft hearted— 
and likes her fur one better anyway. 

Then they put her into their best cell, which is small and 
damp, and just as Andy begins to sniffle she hears a tiny scuffling 
and then—plop!—something falls with a loud squawk, right 
down from the window to the floor at Andy’s feet. 

It is Eggie! And the next morning, clutching tightly to his 
tail feathers, Andy makes her escape. Together they find a nice 
cave to live in and Andy at once sends Eggie back to the colony 
to invite her friends to come and visit her. But just after 
Eggie leaves, something seizes Andy and takes her away up into 
the sky. 

So when her friends come with Eggie and Charles Ulysses, the 
mysterious stranger who has joined them, they cannot find 
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Andy anywhere, until the wood- 
en soldier discovers her waving 
to them from a crow’s nest high 
up in the tree. 

“To the rescue! Charles Ulysses!’”’ he cries looking heroic. 
But where is Charles Ulysses? 

Being a person of action, he has long ago disappeared. 


CHAPTER XVI 
IN THE CrRow’s NEST 


NDY’s first impulse, 
A when she was 
snatched up so 
unexpectedly into the air, 
was to kick and scream as 
hard as ever she could. 
But the old crow who had 
pounced on her didn’t give 
a rap for all that, and all 
that Andy accomplished 
by her tactics was to tear 
the stranger’s purple cloak. 
The crow rose calmly up— 
flap—flap—and with each 
flap of his huge black wings 
the earth below seemed to 
drop farther and farther 
away. And then—bang— 
the crow dropped her, very 
rudely and uncomfortably, 
right in the middle of his 
nest, gave a loud “‘caw!”’ 
and sailed away—possibly, 
to look for more Andys. 

Very scared, and still breathless, Andy sat up 
and looked about. ; 

The crow’s nest wasn’t even like a nest. It was 
just a huge platform made of sticks and rubbish, 
very clumsily built. Dead branches, rags, bits of 
paper—anything and everything piled together, and 
the crow certainly wasn’t a good housekeeper. 

“If it was my house,” thought Andy disgustedly, 
“I’d begin by throwing everything out!” 

Above her there was nothing but sky. What was 
below Andy couldn’t tell; she had no idea how far 
she was from the ground, and she decided to crawl 
to the edge of the nest and look out. It was like 
scrambling over a badly-built woodpile, the sticks 
stuck out at every possible angle and she had a 
difficult time climbing across them, being afraid 
every minute that the whole pile would give way. 
But at last she managed it, and lying flat on her 
front she cautiously poked her head over the edge 
and looked down. 

Gracious goodness! 

It made Andy so dizzy that she had to shut her 
eyes and hold on with both hands. Down below, 
everything was so far away it looked like nothing 
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but a jumble, and the tree and the nest itself seemed 
to sway as if the whole world were turning upside 
down with her. 

But by opening her eyes very cautiously, and then 
shutting them at once, several times, she found that 
little by little she got used to her position. 

Below her the whole world was stretched out like 
a map. She could see the little green lawn just 
beneath, and the glade where she had walked with 
Eggie that morning, with fern tops waving. Far- 
ther off was the lake and, my gracious, that tiny 
speck moving about must be the chipmunk in his 
ferryboat! Thank goodness, he couldn’t see her up 
here! And there was the big rock by the jail and 
near-by, actually, the sheriff’s wife in a pink apron, 
hanging out washing on a line, just as though nothing 
had happened. Down on that smooth yellow path 
that looked like sand, by the edge of the river which 
wound in and out like a silver ribbon, was the 
colony, and she gave a gasp of surprise to find that 
it was so near. 

Eggie she couldn’t see, though she looked anx- 
iously everywhere. Perhaps he was too much the 
color of the ground. 

For a long while Andy amused herself by gazing 
down. But looking down was one thing and getting 
down was quite another, and now she realized that 
she was far more a prisoner, perched up on this nest 
in mid-air, than ever she had been in the sheriff’s 
jail. Even Eggie couldn’t help her here, for Eggie 
could only fly a few inches from the ground, and 
what use was that? 

No, she must either find a way to get down by 
herself or else wait till the crow came back, and that 
wasn’t such a pleasant idea either. She had at first 
some thought of climbing down the tree. To try 
this she began first by putting one foot out over 
the edge of the nest, but she soon drew it back. 
There was nothing whatever to step on. 
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If only, if only someone would come along in an 
airplane! But the day wore on, and still no one 
came. 

Really, it looked as if she would have to stay 
here for ever and ever. 

At this thought Andy’s courage gave way. She 
began to weep and howl, but all her wailing couldn’t 
help matters. It did, however, make her so ex- 
hausted that presently, without knowing it, she 
closed her eyes and fell sound asleep, with her back 
against a stick and both legs stuck straight out 
before her into space. 

After a long while she was roused by hearing 
voices under the tree. Half asleep still, she poked 
her head over the edge and looked down. Yes, 
there was Eggie, and the spotted horse, and her 
other friends, looking so funny seen from above 
that for a moment Andy didn’t even recognize 
them. With them, there was a stranger, but his 
back was towards her and Andy couldn’t be sure 
whether she had ever seen him before or not. 

How could she attract their attention? Shout- 
ing was no use. She tried dropping twigs down, 
but most of them went astray. One did, by chance, 
hit the spotted horse on the nose, but he only 
jumped and went on talking. Maybe he thought 
it was a fly. 

All at once Andy remembered her purple cloak. 
She had first torn it in trying to escape from the 
crow; and now after climbing over the rough twigs 
of the clumsy nest, it was in shreds. It could not 
look much worse than it did already, so she calmly 
tore off a piece and threw it over the edge of the 
nest. Away it fluttered, round and round, and for 
an anxious minute Andy was sure it would sail far 
off into the bushes where no one would see it. But 
it didn’t. It kept on fluttering and then landed 
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right in the middle of the lawn, at their very feet. 

Ah, they had seen that. And now they were all 
rushing about, staring up into the sky in every 
direction except the right one. Taking the purple 
cloak, but careful this time not to let it drop, 
Andy began to wave it about like a danger signal, 
leaning as far out from the nest as she dared. 

Flap! Flap! Though Andy didn’t know it, in her 
excitement she was waving both her arms, and the 
legs at the same time, besides screaming at the top 
of her voice. It was a wonder she didn’t fall over. 

Suddenly she heard a voice saying, quite close 
beside her, ‘‘Don’t you think you might stop doing 
that, just for a moment?”’ 

Very much startled, Andy opened her eyes and 
sat bolt upright. 

There, opposite her, on the edge of the nest, was 
the stranger, this time, of course, without his purple 
cloak. 

He looked at her calmly 
through his mask and Andy, by 
this time rather shy and not a 
little ashamed of herself, looked 
back at him. She said at last, 
“Well, you just seem to keep 
rescuin’ me and rescuin’ me, 
don’t you?” 

Charles Ulysses made no reply 
to this. Conversation with him 
seemed a little difficult, but Andy 
made another effort. 

“You—you seem to keep right 
on rescuin’ me, all the time,” 
she said. 

“If you ask me,” returned Charles 
Ulysses, ‘‘you seem to keep right on 
needing it.” 

At this Andy tried to look 
very proud and independent, 
just as if she were quite able 
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to look after herself and had even climbed up into 
the tree of her own accord. But it was no use. 
All she could do was to blink very fast. 

“Don’t cry!” said Charles Ulysses. 

“I’m not crying,’ snapped Andy. But she was. 
Before she could stop it, a big tear had rolled right 
down and trickled over the dry twigs, and though 
she tried to rub it away at once with her foot, it 
still showed. 

“I—I believe it’s raining,” she said. ‘‘And— 
and I’m so hungry, and I haven’t had anything to 
eat!” 

Charles Ulysses began hunting at once in all the 
crannies of the crow’s nest, as though it were likely 
one would find anything to eat there. But while he 
was looking Andy gave a little cry. 

“I declare,’ she exclaimed, “if there isn’t my 
apron!” 

And she hopped across the nest and began tugging 
at a little end of silk that was tucked away between 
the dead sticks. Charles Ulysses helped her, and 
in a moment they had it out. Sure enough it was 
her apron, and it must have got there the same way 
Andy did herself. 

That old crow was a regular scamp! 

Andy was delighted. “‘My own apron,” she 
cried, ‘“‘and the pocket’s still there!” 

It was, and in it was the very piece of cake with 
which Andy had started out on her travels, safe in 
the very leaf in which she had wrapped it. 

“Now we’ve got something to eat!”’ she said, and 
untying the parcel she spread it out between them 
on the edge of the nest. It was rather stale by this 
time, but still it was cake. 

“Don’t you think you could eat better,’’ asked 
Andy presently, rather shyly, “if you took your 
mask off?” 

“Are you sure you want me to take it off?” 
Charles Ulysses said. 

Andy nodded. She couldn’t speak, because her 
mouth was full of cake crumbs. 

So Charles Ulysses took off 
his mask. 

“My!” gasped Andy. 

For there before her, with his 
arms folded, just as he used to, 
sat the little acrobat with whom 
she had been so proud and 
haughty, long ago, on the fire 
escape at home. For the first 
time in her life Andy blushed, 
and well she deserved to. If 
only he didn’t remember how 
very mean and silly she had 
been! 

“So it was really you all the time!” 

Charles Ulysses nodded. 

Andy jumped to her feet. 
“And you kept rescuin’ me 
and rescuin’ me and I never 
knew it!” 
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“If you aren’t careful,’’ said Charles Ulysses 
hastily, making a grab at her, “‘I’ll have to rescue 
you again!” 

For that time she was very nearly over the edge 
of the nest. 
he had dragged her back. 
now.” 

“Of course, we’re friends,’’ said Charles Ulysses 
quite cheerfully. ‘‘And now that’s settled,” he 
added, “the next thing is to get down out of this 
tree.” 

First of all they had to make a ladder. Luckily 

there were plenty of rags 
in the crow’s nest. All 
these they gathered up, 
then began to tear them 
into strips, which Charles 
Ulysses knotted together. 
It was a long job, but 
before very long they 
had enough to reach the 
ground. 

“‘Gracious,’’ cried Andy, 
peeping over the edge. 
“T can’t ever climb down 
that!” 

“Shut your eyes,”’ said 
Charles Ulysses, ‘“‘and hold 
tight round my neck.” 

So Andy shut her eyes 
and held tight round his 
neck, and they began the 
descent. Very slowly and 
carefully, hand over hand, 

Charles Ulysses climbed 
down. The rag ladder 


“T hope we’re friends 


“Thank you!” exclaimed Andy, after 
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all the crockery, but they found some more, enough 
to go round, as long as Andy and Charles Uylsses 
shared the same cup. 

The china cat took the head of the table, with 
Andy on his right hand and the rag doll on his left. 
Next to Andy sat Charles Ulysses, while the wooden 
soldier found a place opposite. The spotted horse 
didn’t sit down; he said he had to hand dishes but 
really he wanted to keep within reach of the huckle- 
berries. Eggie tried to sit in Andy’s lap, but he 
was too big, so he squeezed in between her and 
Charles Ulysses, where he presently fell fast asleep. 

Dusk fell. The camp 
fire blazed cheerfully, 
lighting up the gay scene. 
Healths were proposed and 
eternal friendships sworn. 

And now, asa little hush 
fell on the party, Andy 
suddenly raised her hand 
and whispered, “Listen!” 

Far, far off, what was 
that little scuffling song 
that came borne on the 
breeze? 

“An orange peel, an en- 
velope, a hairpin! 

A ribbon and a saucepan 
and alittle bit of string.” 

“Tt’sBilly!” cried Andy, 
clapping her hands. “It’s 
Billy-the-Lantern!” 

Sure enough it was Billy, 
going his rounds. Already 
they could see his lantern 

w twinkling here and there 


swayed a good deal and i AND NOW HOME ONCE MORE, | among the bushes. Near- 
stretched a little, but it essceemestocoscascnennostneteccyonseneoace-senipsapenennpsemnenocanesanannecneneetnnetl 


didn’t give way; the knots 
had been too well made for that. At last they had 
reached the ground and Andy could open her eyes 
again, amid the cheers of her friends. 

“Well, I hope you’ve been long enough over it!” 
grumbled the spotted horse. 

As for the mask, they left that in the crow’s nest. 
Charles Ulysses certainly wouldn’t need it any more. 


CHAPTER XVII 
BILLY FINDS SOMETHING USEFUL 


Charles Ulysses lit a huge camp fire and round it 
a feast was spread. There was plenty to eat; the 
wooden soldier had seen to that. All the while 
Andy was being rescued he had been busy hunting 
about in the underbrush. He had berries and 
chopped mushrooms and dandelion salad, all nicely 
prepared, and even the crust of someone’s ham 
sandwich—though goodness knows where he found 
that—and half a chocolate eclair with most of the 
icing still on. All this was set out on a paper 
napkin for a tablecloth. True, Eggie had swallowed 


er it came, and now his 
song burst out again, this 
time in a positive snort of triumph: 
“‘A petticoat, a handkerchief, an eggshell! 
A skirt anda bodiceanda. . . ” 

“My!” squealed Andy, springing to her feet and 
nearly falling over the supper table. “I bet he’s 
finding all my clothes!” 

She could hardly wait till Billy came trotting into 
the circle of fire light, snuffling and blinking, and 
staring from one to the other in surprise. Yes— 
truly, stuck here and there amid all the various 
other objects which Billy had acquired on his 
rambles were Andy’s clothes—or at least most of 
them—gathered up where those careless squirrels 
and rabbits had left them lying around! 

Andy was so delighted that if only Billy hadn’t 
had so many prickles she would have put her arms 
around his neck and hugged him then and there. 

““Come and join the party!” the others shouted, 
waving their acorn cups. ‘Come and join the 
party!” 

Billy-the-Lantern gave himself a little shake, 
dropping his whole collection on the grass, and sat 

(Continued on page 644) 
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LITTLE JILL KYNE 


HERE was a little girl 

And her name was Jill Kyne. 
Her favorite words were: 
**Don’t touch that. It’s mine.”’ 


‘Don’t play with my things. 
Give my toys all right back.”’ 
Thus she constantly spoke 
To her twin brother Jack. 


‘‘Don’t ride in my wagon,”’ 
She warned him one day. 
She knew his was lost 

But she coasted away. 


And Jack stood alone 
At the top of the hill, 
While down the steep slope 
Sailed possessive young Jill. 


And steeper and longer 
The hill seemed to grow 
And faster and faster 
Did Jill’s wagon go. 


Round the corner she swerved 
Just on one or two wheels. 
‘Oh, goodness,”’ she thought, 
‘*How uncertain this feels!’’ 


‘If Jack had come, too, 
Down this dangerous street, 
He could stop me, I know, 
Just by dragging his feet.”’ 


She shut her eyes tight 

At a sight just beyond. 

And SPLASH went the wagon 
Right into a pond. 


She crept from the water. 

She never felt wetter. 

And up hill she draggled 
While Jack came and met her. 


‘*You shouldn’t have turned 
At that corner,”’ he said. 
‘*The good hill for coasting 
Goes right straight ahead.”’ 


‘*The next time I coast, 

You come, too,”’ Jill replied, 
*tAnd you do the steering 
And I will just ride.”’ 


And Jill learned that day, 

As she played with her brother, 
That things are more fun 

When they’re shared with another. 
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LL fresh and clean in a blue 
linen dress, Margery started 

out for a ride on her bicycle. She rode 
along, and down a hill—carefully— 
as she promised her mother she 
would. But Margery didn’t see a 
sharp little stone at the foot of the hill. 


The bicycle slipped—and down 
went Margery. Thump!—right into 
a large round mud-puddle. 


Margery wasn’t hurt a bit, luckily 
enough. But Margery’s dress! What 
a shocking state that was in! Mud— 
greasy, black mud, too—over every 
inch of it. Margery was worried. She 
walked home rather slowly, to tell 
her mother all about it. 


When Margery’s mother heard 
about it, she wasn’t worried at all! 
“I’m very glad you weren’t hurt, 
dear,” she said to Margery, “and 
Fels-Naptha Soap will take care of 
the dress! After we wash your dress 
with Fels-Naptha, it will be every 
bit as clean and blue and pretty as 
ever!” 





dress looked after Margery 


ff ae the way Margery’s 
fell in the mud-puddle 


FELS-NAPTHA 


THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR 
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If you have a blue crayon, you 
can color Margery’s dress 


Here’s Margery's dress, just 
exactly as Margery's mother said 
it would look, after she washed 
it with Fels-Naptha Soap 


Paste Margery in her soiled dress, 
on a piece of cardboard. Then 
cut Margery out. Then cut out 
Margery’s dress, fresh and clean 
after its bath in Fels-Naptha 
soapsuds, and put it on Margery 





J 





Feis-Naprua is unusually good soap combined with plenty of 
naptha, one of the most effective of all harmless cleansers. 
The naptha loosens the dirt and grease—the rich, soapy suds 
wash them away. Fels-Naptha works splendidly in cool, luke- 
warm water, and the colors stay in your clothes! 










In either tub or washing-machine the extra help of the two 
safe cleaners in Fels-Naptha makes clean, white, sweet-smell- 
ing clothes—with less work. And Fels-Naptha is gentle to 
your hands. Your grocer sells Fels‘-Naptha Soap. Order a 
supply today. Fels & Co., Philadelphia. 
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CHIPS CHUMS 


BY MARIJORIE , (BARROWS 


—_. 
Pan ae a SS AN 


Dick’s touchdowns had won the football game; 
' go Chip’s chums prepared a “hot time” celebra- 
tion for him, with a bonfire and everything. 


The hero came and then they all hurrahed and 
sang “The Grand Old Game.” Then Ted pro- 
ee ———— Ee \ posed a toast for Dick—and the weenies! 


———_——, 


Then when the chums went off for more leaves 
and marshmallows, Dick’s fine football bounced 
into the fire. 
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EDFORD, IND., is famous 
the country over for its 
work in promoting child health. 


It was in this city that an 
experiment, so interesting to 
you as a mother, took place. 


Underweight children from 
seven grade schools were 
weighed. Then they were given 
Horlick’s Malted Milk every 
day during the morning recess. 


Their mothers also served 
‘‘Horlick’s’’ at home after 
school. The children were 
weighed daily. 


At the end of five months 
these were the results: An aver- 
age gain of six pounds per child. 
More than twice the usual gain 
for children of school age! 


What it gives your 
child to grow on 


Numberless times Horlick’s 
Malted Milk has brought about 
results like these. In a per- 
fectly natural way. There are 
no secrets. 


It simply supplies, in a form 
children love, certain valuable 
food essentials which author- 
ities urge for growth and health. 


First, the precious elements 
of fresh, full-cream cow’s milk 
—including the vitamins which 
promote growth. 

Second, the extracts of choice 


malted barley and wheat— 
dextrin and maltose, so high in 
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easily assimilable food value; 
also essential mineral elements. 


Why it builds up 
quickly 


Thus an ounce of Horlick’s 
Malted Milk has the caloric 
value of a full glass of fresh 
cow’s milk—plus important 
factors not contained in milk 
alone. Mixed with a glass of 
milk, it doubles the energy value 
of the milk alone. 


And it is much more easily 
digested. No tough curds form 
in the stomach. It is quickly 
turned into rich red blood and 
firm, strong tissue. 


You can be sure 


And you can be sure that your 
children are getting the purest 
and most wholesome of foods. 


Horlick’s is the original 
malted milk. It is made in the 
country under ideal sanitary 
and hygienic conditions. 


For more than a third of a 
century Horlick’s Malted Milk 
has been endorsed and pre- 
scribed by the medical profes- 
sion. Your family doctor can 
tell you about its unvarying 
purity and reliability. Ask him. 


A nourishing, delicious table drink for adults. 
Induces sound sleep if taken before retiring. An 
ideal food beverage for invalids, convalescents, 
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= children gained 


twice as fast 


Be systematic in giving 
your children‘ ‘Horlick’ s.”” 
Serve it regularly every 
day—either as an after- 
school lunch or at speci- 
Sied meals. Results will 
delight you 


Make this test 


Buy a package today and 
start giving your children Hor- 
lick’s Malted Milk systemati- 
cally, at least once a day. They 
will love it with meals or as an 
after-school lunch. 


Weigh them before you start 
and every week afterwards. 
Keep arecord of their progress. 
If your children are under- 
weight, but free to gain, a sub- 
stantial weight increase should 
occur in a surprisingly short 
time. You will see the good it 
does them! 


If your children are of nor- 
mal weight, give them Hor- 
lick’s Malted Milk to fortify 
them against the energy de- 
mandsof workand play, to build 
up resistance against illness— 
and becausethey like itsomuch! 


Prepared in a minute at home 
Sold everywhere in hermet- 
ically sealed glass jars 





Horlick’s Malted Milk is sold in either 
natural or chocolate flavor 


when a city famous 
for tts child-health 
asked mothers to 

make this amazing test 





A 


“Oh—she will 
fill out”’ 


This attitude, authorities assert, 
ts dangerous. Children should 
grow “‘sideways’’ as well as 
“up.” Weight should keep pace 
with height and age. Under- 
weight is almost always caused 
by one or both of two things: 
physical defect or lack of proper 
nourishment. If your child 
Jails to gain at the normal rate, 
consult your physician 


FREE SAMPLE 
and SPEEDY MIXER 


HORLICK’S MALTED MILK Corp. 
Dept. D-1 Racine, Wis. 
This coupon is good 
for one sample of either 
Horlick’s alted Milk 
(natural) or Horlick’s 
Chocolate Malted Miik 
and one Speedy Mixer for 
quickly mixing delicious 
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i) / Malted Milk in a glass, 
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Check sample wanted QO Natural 
O) Chocolate 
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letters from CHILD LIFE 

cooks who are in school 
and who want help in planning 
their school parties. So we have 
decided to have a lesson on this most important 
subject. Then, any time during the winter that a 
cook is asked to serve on the refreshment committee, 
she will be prepared with ideas and will know how 
to carry them out. People who are not interested 
in refreshments had better read the lesson anyway, 
because it’s very likely that anything good enough 
for a party would be nice to have at home. 

The first thing your committee will ask, when 
they meet, is “‘What shall we have to eat?”’ 

If the guests are classmates, you might suggest 
one of these menus: 

Doughnuts and apples 
Lemonade and cookies 

Pop corn and homemade taffy 
Apples and pop corn 

Cocoa and cookies 
Sandwiches and milk 

If the guests are grown-ups, you might consider 
tea and wafers or sandwiches. 

All of these menus are relatively inexpensive and 
easy to prepare. If you have in mind a more elabo- 
rate party, serve ice cream and individual cakes. 
Have the caterer freeze the ice cream in individual 
molds—not the expensive ones used for fine parties, 
but small sized paper cups. If he cannot do that, 
have the ice cream cut into slices, wrapped and 
packed. In either case the serving will be simple 
and tidy, compared with dishing the cream from 
a big freezer at the school. Bake the cakes in paper 
cups; ice the tops, if you like, and bring them to 
school right in the bak- 
ing cups. This will keep 
them fresh and will also 
simplify serving. The 
Christmas pudding rec- 
ipe we used last winter 
is very good for these 
cakes, or any simple 


| Peter year we have many 


SCHOOL PARTIES 
By CLARA INGRAM JUDSON 


Author of ‘ ae Without Mother's Help,” “Junior 
Cook Book,” ‘‘Sewing Without Mother's Help, 
“Jean and Jerry, Detectors,” etc. 
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two-egg cake recipe you find in 
Mother’s cook book. Later, when 
we have time, we will learn more 
cake recipes ourselves. 

If you plan to serve doughnuts 
and apples, you had better buy the doughnuts or 
have older cooks provide them, as they are rather 
difficult for us just yet. The apples are easy to 
manage, as they need only to be bought, washed 
and polished before serving. 

Of all the suggested menus, lemonade and cookies 
is the one we like best. The committee can pre- 
pare both and they are easy to serve at school, so 
we suggest that you surely try that combination 
sometime during the year. 

For lemonade, plan this way; the juice of 1 lemon, 
1 level tablespoonful of sugar and 1 pint of water 
will make 3 servings. Better measure the glasses 
you intend to use but on the average you will find 
they hold three servings to a pint. Now, count the 
people you intend to serve; use your arithmetic 
(see why it’s such an important subject) and figure 
the number of lemons and amount of sugar you will 
need. 

Extract the juice of the lemons and dissolve in 
it the sugar. Do this at home. Bring it to school 
in tightly-closed jars and mix with water just before 
serving. Make sure you have ice and a large bowl 
or kettle for mixing and a ladle for serving. 

There are many cookie recipes which we might 
suggest; some you have already learned. But this 
is our favorite, for it is both good and easy to make. 


OLD-FASHIONED DROPPED COOKIES 
Into a mixing bow! put 1 cupful of sugar 
¥% cupful of vegetable oil or other fat 
¥% teaspoonful ground nutmeg 
¥% teaspoonful ground cinnamon 
2 eggs (both yellows and whites) 
Beat till smooth and then add 
1 cupful buttermilk or sour milk 
2 cupfuls of flour into which has 
been sifted 1 teaspoonful soda 
1 teaspoonful salt 
Beat till smooth and then add 
1 cupful raisins and 


(Continued on page 632) 
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Already dreaming 


of the years you cannot share 


She cannot know how much 
she needs your care in little 
things like this 


OW much you do for her day in 
H and day out—planning and work- 
ing for the years when she must 
face the world for herself. Years of which 


she, too, already dreams. 


Not perhaps until she has children of 
her own, will she realize fully just what 
her mother’s care has meant. Care not 
only in the big things, but even more in 
that endless round of little things which 
count for so much. 


It is one of these seemingly small points 
which is now the center of interest ina 
nation-wide school movement. The Ameri- 
can Medical Association and the National 
Education Association are pointing out 
the importance of school day breakfasts. 
They have found that children’s grades 
and health are vitally influenced by the 
kind of breakfast they eat. 


This slogan is now displayed on the 
walls of over 50,000 schools: 


‘Every boy and girl needs a 
hot cereal breakfast” 


Only a hot cereal can furnish the boundless 
energy which their school work demands. 


You already know well that one hot 
cereal which authorities have for years 
recommended forgrowingchildren—Cream 
of Wheat. You probably also know why 
it is recognized as ideal: 


First, it brings a remarkable store of 
mental and physical energy—just the 
elements needed most by little minds and 
bodies. Second, Cream of Wheat is so 
easy to digest. Third, children enjoy its 
delicious creaminess. 


It is so simple to safeguard your children 
in this little thing. Begin now! Tomorrow 
morning start them off to school, ready for 
a good day’s work. Give them a hot bowl 
of good old Cream of Wheat. 








FREE —Mothers say this plan works wonders— 
To arouse your child’s interest in eating a hot cereal break- 
fast, send for attractive colored poster to hang in her room. 
There is a four week record form on it, which the child keeps 
herself, from day to day, by pasting in gold stars. Poster 
and gold stars sent free with authoritative booklet, ‘The Street 
Important Business of Feeding Children,’’ and sample box 

of Cream of Wheat. Mail coupon to Dept. R-7, Cream of 

Wheat Co., Minneapolis, Minn. City. 
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A wonderful job of motherhood 
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Ws wouldn’t you do SO fa r Wheatena contains all the 


or give to keep baby 
healthy and happy ! Espe- 
cially through those months of 
teething and the ‘‘second summer’’. 
With his splendid start, t's easy. 
Just the same wise care in feeding, 
and most babyhood illscan beavoided. 
Of greatest importance now is your 
choice of his first solid food. Hap- 
pily, doctors and child-health spe- 
cialists make this easy. They unite 
in saying: “‘Give your baby a well- 
cooked WHOLE-WHEAT cereal with milk’’. 
They have found that whole wheat 
— beyond any other solid food — 
supplies miNERALS for strong teeth 
and bones ; PROTEIN for blood, muscles 
and tissue; CARBOHYDRATES for warmth 
and energy; viTamins for growth; 
BRAN for safe regulation. 


e+ * 


goodness that nature packs 
into the sun-ripened wheat 

. the minerals—the vitamins—the 
golden life-giving heart—the whole- 
some bran—the nourishing gluten 
and starch. 


There is no other cereal like it. You 
can tell Wheatena by its nut-brown 
color. Also by its toasty nut-like 
flavor. It is whole wheat ail all wheat. 


We want every mother to really 
know Wheatena — to prove for herself 
how nourishing and strengthening it 
is. Get a package of Wheatena from 
your grocer, and make it part of 
your own breakfast tomorrow. Then 
note results around 11 o'clock. How 
much more ‘“‘alive’’ you'll feel than 
usual! How much less of that 
“empty” feeling. 


Wheatena—the delicious unrobbed whole-wheat cereal 


No matter how long you cook 
Wheatena—3 minutes or 20 min- 
utes—you get a delicious, easily- 
digested food at less than 2 cents 
@ pound. For infants, doctors 
recommend that Wheatena, like 
any other cereal, be cooked 2 
hours and strained. 


If your children resist drinking 
milk —try them on Wheatena 
cooked with half milk and half water. 
It's super-delicious ! A trial pack- 
age FREE. The Wheatena Com- 
pany, Wheatenaville,Rahway,N.J. 
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WHO’S WHO 
IN THE ZOO 


Number XLII 
By RUTH BRADFORD 


F YOU were in India and hap- 

pened to encounter one of 
those poisonous cobras, you would- 
not have to worry if I were around. 
Bristling,and trembling, I’d come— 
a little weasel-like creature, leaping 
forward, backward, eluding the 
snake’s lightning attack until I’d 
see my chance to bite behind its 
hood—and kill it. Perhaps, I’d 
even eat my enemy’s head. Who 
knows? 

Kipling in his Jungle Book, you 
remember, called me Rikki-tikki- 
tavi, and showed how brave I was. 
But when they began importing my 
brothers and sisters to Jamaica, 
they found we not only liked snakes 
and rats for breakfast, but game, 
and poultry, and the very birds 
that ate up their insect pests and 
saved their crops. 

That’s why there’s a law now 
that bars us out of the United 
States. So, if you want to see my 
snake fight or my cousins’, you'll 
have to come to Asia or Africa to 
see us start one. 


AUGUST COLOR CONTEST 


SOLUTION 


Belted Kingfisher. Color: bristling black 
crest, upper feathers and belt bluish gray, 
under parts, white; females have reddish 
band across abdomen. 


WINNERS 


LAURA P. ELLIS, Warrenton, N. C., 
age 6. 


EUGENE BURKHARD, Tempe, Arizona, 
age 8. 


MITSU NAKAYAMA, 472 Manor Lane, 
Pelham Manor, N. Y., age 12. 


TERRY E. LILLY, Jre., 5714. McGee, 
Kansas City, Mo., age 10. 


SPECIAL HONOR ROLL 


Natalie Waitt Maurice M. Smith 
Dorothea Rivet Wilson Massey 
Eloise Pattillo O. E. puen 1. 
Clara McKinney ean Schroeder 
Elizabeth Light mory Bauer 
Elizabeth Hedlund ° Charlotte Nehez 
Margaret Fountain Ruth Mather 
Helen Louise Fr Roberta Pinson 
George Emmet Dodd, Jr. Felia Ford 
Dorothy Beaudouin 
Sharon Risk 
a Hale 

valyn Byrd 
Dorothy Hudson 


oan Adams 
arry Lawrence, Jr. 
Helen Beirs 
Edith Ballard 
Tohn Ronning 


(Continued on page 627) 
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NUMBER FORTY-TWO 
Dear Children: Read about me on page 620, then age and address with the page you color. The 
tell my name and color me in my really truly two best pages and answers by a girl win a prize, 
colors. Mail me so I'll reach Ruth Bradford, and so do the two best pages and answers by a boy. 
CHILD LIFE, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago, Ill., be- The names of the boys and girls who do the next 
fore October 12. Be sure to send your name and best pages and answers are listed on our Honor Roll. 
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Mother. ..can you deny 


AVE-—for a lifetime—the things 

of today you want to remember. 
Not in motionless picture fragments 
to hide away in an album—but in 


vivid, moving action that is life it- 


self. Your baby’s first smile, the first 
toddling steps, happy hours at play 
—all outstanding events in the lives 
of your children, to and beyond 
the future wedding day. This is 
the meaning Bell & Howell Filmo 
Movies for the home hold for you! 

Take these movies yourself, with 
Filmo camera. You can do it easier 
than taking snapshots with an or- 
dinary camera. All you do is look 
through the spy-glass viewfinder, 
see the action just as you want it, 
and press the button. “What you 
see, you get.” No special skill or pre- 
vious experience required to take 
home movies of theatre quality on 
the first try. 

Eastman Safety Film (16 mm.), 
in the yellow box, used in Filmo 
camera, is obtained at practically all 
stores handling cameras and sup- 
plies. First cost includes develop- 
ing and return postage to your door, 

Then you are ready to show, with 
Filmo Projector, the movies you 
have taken. Simply insert film,touch 
a button, and there are your movies 
on a wall or screen before you. 
Gather your children around you and 
share with them these motion pic- 

. tures that mean so much to you both. 

Now you can introduce the edu- 

cational movies parents are finding 


BELL & HOWELL CO., 1819 LARCHMONT AVE., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


—or your children 
this education? 


see—you get”’ 


so valuable. They are“Filmo Library” 
features purchased or rented from 
your Filmo dealer at a very nominal 
cost. One series includes nearly all 
the animals and birds, alive in their 
native haunts. Another brings mov- 
ies of beautiful flowers budding, 
blooming, growing. The Travel and 
Adventure series make wonderful 
bedtime stories. Through them the 
study of geography is made inter- 
esting to any child. The National 
Parks are here in all their living 
beauty. Hundreds of other subjects 
make eveningsat home pass quickly 
and impress gems of useful knowl- 
edge on the eager mind of a child. 


Write us for fully descriptive booklet 
“Filmo—Home Movies of the Better Kind.” 
It tells you how Bell & Howell equipment 
has been used for over twenty years in making 
most of the movies you see in best theatres. It 
tells,in an interesting way, the facts that make 
movies possible. From these you willlearn why 
Filmo Camera and Projector, made by “‘the 
movie people,” are the for your use. Do 
this for yourself and for your children—now. 


New York, Hollywood, London (B & H Co., Ltd.) + Established 1907 
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CLAY CATS 


By MAUDE DAY BALTZELL 


The ends of a yardstick are 
placed on the seats of two 
chairs, and this yardstick is 
known as the fence. The seats 
of the chairs are turned in the 
same direction, so that news- 
papers may be fastened to the 
backs of the chairs to prevent 
daubs of clay getting on the 
walls or other furniture. News- 
papers may be placed under 
the fence, too. 

One player is chosen to be 
the scorekeeper, and he writes 
the names of the other players 
in acolumn; and as they make 
or lose a point, he adds or sub- 
tracts it from their score. 

The players form a line, 
according to height. 

Three cats moulded from 
modeling clay are placed on 
the fence, and three balls of 
clay about the size of a cat’s 
head are made ready also. 
Beginning with the shortest 
player, one after another goes 
to a spot six feet in front of 
the fence, and throws the three 
clay balls at the cats, trying 
to knock the cats off the fence. 
If a cat is hit by a ball, but not 
knocked off the fence, the count 
is two for that thrower. If a 
throw misses the cats entirely, 
a count of one is taken from 
that thrower’s score. But when 
a cat is knocked off the fence a 
count of five is added to that 
thrower’s score. The first 
player to win a score of fifteen 
points is the winner of clay 
cats. 
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By A. NEELY HALL 


Author of ‘ ‘The Boy Craftsman,” 


“‘Home-Made Toys for Girls and Boys,” 


‘Home-Made Games and Game Equipment,” etc. 


AN AIRPLANE GLIDER 


VERYBODY is interested in airplanes, and much 
E, more so since the remarkable achievements of 
Colonel Lindbergh and others in their non- 
stop New York to Paris flights. Only a few of us 
can own man-carrying planes, but there is nothing 
to prevent any one from acquiring various types of 
model airplanes, and that is what every wide-awake 
boy is bent upon, from present indications. 

Among the successful models that are being made 
are scale models, designed to look like airplanes but 
not built to fly, glider models which have no motors, 
and motor models. 

A glider is the model to begin with, and Fig. 1 
of the diagrams shows a successful type. Although 
this model usually is thrown by hand, or dropped 
from a height, it can be launched by a rubber-band 
device rigged up as shown in Fig. 1. Launching it 
in this way usually causes it to rise and loop the 
loop in a wide circle, an interesting stunt worth 
trying. 

There is not much work to making the glider 
model, but it must be done accurately so the 








RUBBER -BAND 
LAUNCHING DEVICE 





NOTCH FOR @) 
RUBBER BAND 


model will balance with a nicety. Successful model 
making requires patience, so if you lack it, you had 
better begin to acquire it now. 

The first part to prepare is the center stick, 
known as the fuselage. Its dimensions are given 
in Fig. 2. This stick must be straight and true. 
Slot one end with a saw to receive the tail, or fin, 
and notch the under side near the opposite end to 
slip the rubber-band launching device into. Glue 
a small, wedge-shaped piece to the side opposite the 
notch, as shown, to give the right amount of eleva- 
tion to the forward plane. 

A diagram of the forward plane is shown in Fig. 3, 
and one of the rear plane is shown in Fig. 4. These 
are made of cardboard, You can use box cardboard, 
but it must be absolutely straight. The dotted 
lines in the diagrams indicate the curved ends of 
the entering edges of the planes. Be careful to get 


the curves upon opposite ends alike. 

The planes are bound to the fuselage stick with 
rubber bands looped over the stick and passed over 
them, as shown in Figs. 6 and 7. They must be 

er on page 633) 
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The Boy Next Door 


Our son David likes to bring his school friends home 
to luncheon and we like to have them—when they are 
the right kind. Unfortunately most of those he has 
invited I could not ask a second time. Their manners— 
terrible, their language ungrammatical, their influence 
everything bad. 

At last I ventured to suggest that he ask the boy next door, 
whom I had noticed from my window and who, for some unex- 
plainable reason, seemed a different type from those our son had 
brought home. 

“But,’’ objected David, ‘‘he doesn’t go to our school. I don’t 
know him.” 

As the family were newcomers in the neighborhood, I sug- 
gested to my husband that we call, having the boy, rather than 
his parents, in my mind. 

And so that very evening we did so. They needed no urging 
to talk about their son. He was called in to meet us and he 
did so without embarrassment, and, thoroughly at ease, joined 
in the conversation as if he were nineteen instead of nine years 
ofage. As he talked I marveled at his familiarity with Leonardo 
da Vinci, whose picture of Mona Lisa hung on the wall. 

“Tsn’t it odd,” he naively remarked, ‘‘that da Vinci’s women 
are almost always smiling?” 

His apparent knowledge of botany and zoology shown by his 
casual remarks, his intimate acquaintance with Aristotle, 
Charlemagne and the Crusaders astonished me. What manner 
of child was this? 

“‘Where does your boy go to school?” I blurted out, no longer 
able to contain my curiosity. 

“He doesn’t go to school,” they replied, ‘‘the school comes to 
him,” and then smiling at my evident incredulity, they explained. 

“He is a ‘Calvert’ boy—taught at home by Calvert School 
in Baltimore, by its long distance system of home instruction.” 

I was envious and even jealous of what their son had acquired. 
By contrast—what our boy had learned was almost nothing. 
He could read—but not any too well—and he spelled abomi- 
nably, figured inaccurately, wrote slovenly, knew 1492 in history 
and that was about all as the result of four years of school! 

“How did you happen to start him this way? What is 
Calvert School and who is back of it?” I asked in a rapid fire 
of questions. 

“Tt was started by prominent men in Baltimore. They 
wanted their sons and daughters to have a better education 
than the schools could give; so they founded Calvert School. 
They secured and maintain a faculty that is alert to new methods, 
tries out every theory and proves its merits before it is applied. 
The school furnishes the lessons of instruction, books, materials 
and guidance.” 

‘“That’s how we happened to start David on the Royal Road 
to knowledge; we wish we had known of the school sooner, for 
he had already lost years which never could be fully made up.” 

Wouldn’t you like complete information about educating your 
own children through the Calvert School? V. M. Hillyer, author 
of ‘Child Training,” ‘‘A Child’s History of the World,” etc., 
is Headmaster. Use the coupon. 





The Manager, CALVERT SCHOOL 
232 West 40th St., Baltimore, Md. 


Please send me full information about your Home 
Instruction Courses. 
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A LITTLE BOY IN SPAIN 


(Continued from page 595) 


she’s my nurse, you know—Maria told me that if 
you wished when you saw a new moon, your wish 
would surely come true. And every wishing-time 
I wished—’”’ 

Fernando stopped. He was ashamed to tell his 
selfish wish. 

“T wished,” he went on in a low voice, “that 
our good Queen Isabella would not give my father 
leave to sail across the ocean-sea to India and Cathay 











































































































until I was grown up and big enough to go with 
him.” 

“Well, little lad,’ said the Queen sadly, “your 
wish came true, didn’t it? This morning I had to 
tell your father I could not send him across the sea.” 

“But I want to take it back,’”’ cried Fernando. 
“That is why I came to you. I want to get my 
wish back because to-day my father took his horse 
and set out for France. And now he will seek the 
new countries for King Charles instead of you and 
Spain.” 

“He has really gone to France?” questioned the 
Queen searchingly. 

“Yes, Madam, this very day.” 

One of the courtiers leaned forward and said, 
“The lad is right. We have been so stupid as to 
let Columbus sail for France instead of Spain. 
France will get the glory and the new lands.” 

Then said Isabella, “‘We have not had the money 
to furnish him with the ships he needs but, if need 
be, I will pawn my jewels to get the money so that 
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Columbus can sail for Spain. After 
him on horse and tell him his Queen 
would have him sail for Spain!” 

Fernando felt very little and very 
lonely in the flurry that followed 
and in the talk that did not con- 
cern him. But the Queen kept her 
arm about him and he did not like 
to stir. At last she smiled down at 
him again. 

“And what about you, little 
wish-maker? Shall you be lonely 
left alone in your garden with only 
your Maria and your wishes, when 
your father sails away for us?” 

“T think wishes are foolish things, ’’ 
said Fernando gravely, “‘and I shall 
not feel alone as long as you are 
Queen. My father said truly that 
you are a good, kind mother to all 
of your people.” 

‘Bless you, little Fernando,” said 
the Queen. “Idotry tobe. Now 
as for you, would you like to take 
the training to be a page in the re- 
tinue of my son, the Prince?”’ 

“Oh, madam!”’ cried Fernando in 
joy. ‘And wear a plumed hat and 
doublet and hose—and live in the 
palace?” 

“And live in the palace,” 
the Queen. 

““Madam,” cried Fernando, “‘ you 
will never be sorry for your kind- 
ness to my father and me to-day.” 

And we know she never was. 
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HALLOWEEN AT THE 
BACK OF THE WORLD 


(Continued from page 598) 


echoed 


BLENDA: We aren’t so old! 
What do you say, girls? Let’s go, 
too! 

ZENDA: Let’s! Oh, let’s! 

[They scurry for their broomsticks, hop 
astride them and line up, one behind the 
other. DILLON, unseen by the WITCHES, 
creeps from his corner, hops on the little 
broomstick and takes his place in line 
behind them. Each time they say, “Shoo,” 
he shapes the word with his lips, but makes 
no sound. As they go he follows them out.| 


CLock: Get ready! Get on 
your mark! 

WITCHES: Shoooo! 

CLock: Get set! 

WITCHES: Shooooocoo! 

CLock: Go! 

WITCHES: Shooo0000000000000! 
[They hop away.} 
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GOOD SCHOOLS 


FOR 
CHILDREN — BOYS—GIRLS 





CHILDREN 


“Fairy Places, 
Fairy Things”— 


“The great day nursery best of all 
With pictures paren 
- leaves upon the b 
A pleasant room nae to wake” etc. 


Give your child the inheritance of 

happy memories. ee | 

, sand- 

piles, etc. Specialized | 

thorough training up to Eighth 

Grade. Superv' out-door play. 
usic. Dancing. 


MRS. BURT’S SCHOOL 


Ns 


For Tiny Tots, 1-12 Years 
1120 Constant Ave., Peekskill, N.Y 


s ised 
. EE 


THE 


BENTLEY 
SCHOOL 


A progressive all-day 
school for children, 4-12. 





BERTHA M. BENTLEY, 
Director 


145 West 78th St. New York 


SPRING HILL 


A Modern Progressive Country Boarding School 
For boys and girls from 4 to 14 years 
60 acres. 1100 ft. abovesealevel. 100 miles from 
New York. Small group. Healthful surroundings. 
Outdoor Life. Catalog on request. 
Mrs. William Spinney, Miss Dorothy Bull 
Litchfield, Connecticut 


MERRICOURT 


Just the place for young children 
A year-round home and school for a few select chil- 
= 3 te — Play lawns. Sa play, 
ens, ergarten, elementary grades. toring. 
Parental care. Booklet. 
REV. and MRS. JOHN H. KINGSBURY, M. A. 
BERLIN, CONN. 








THE SHERWOOD SCHOOL 


For Children 
Kindergarten to high —_. es and tye 


pupils, resident teachers, 
Open the year aro’ Way eel hi for girl oa 
ing. Fall term begins 


Best of home care and train! 
tember 6th. 


Address The Principals 


5025 Sheridan Road Chicago, Il. 


Grek -REER S¢100L| 


for Girls of Retarded Development 


Limited enrollment permitsintimatecare. Nine miles 
from Boston. Tutoring department for girls who 
need special help to prepare them for regular school | 
staff. Home life. Abundant 





work. Experienced 
recreation. 


MISS CORA E. MORSE, Principal 
31 Park Circle 


STAMMERING 


If the stammerer can talk with ease when alone, 
and most of them can, but stammers in the pres- 
ence of others, it must be that in the presence of 
others he does something that interferes with 
Nature in . If then we know 







Earle Everett Sarcka BoxC. Litchfield, Conn. 


| GIRLS 


|| MISS HARRIS’ FLORIDA SCHOOL 





Arlington Heights, Mass. 


BOYS 


RIVERDALE sétccttorscrs 


A Well Balanced Country School for Boys. One of 
the Best College Entrance Board Records. Athletics, 
Student Activities, Applied Music, Fire-Proof Dor- 
mitory. Twenty- ear. 


For illustrated catalog, Address 
FRANK S. HACKETT, Head Master 
Telephone Riverdale-on-Hudson 
Kingsbridge 3123 Kingsbridge 3123s Upper New York City New York City 


CHFIEL) 


or Young Boys 


Health and happiness achieve fine results in 

the class room. Well-appointed, 65-acre 
| estate in the hills of historic Litchfield. Altitude 1100 
feet. Primary through the first year of high school. 


For catalog address 


Under Northern Management for the Northern 
Girl who needs abundant outdoor life, a flood of 
sunshine, and stimulating ocean breezes all winter 
long. Northern Faculty. Intimate Home In- 
fluences. Successful Preparation for leading 
Northern Colleges. 

Illustrated Catalog. 


JULIA FILLMORE HARRIS. hay om 
1050 Brickell Avenue, Florida 


NOBLE SCHOOL 


Boarding School for Girls 
from 6 to 14 


KATHLEEN pNOBLE JEROME 
a 
White Plains New York 


‘A School For Any Child 


Whether your son or daughter 
is a kindergartner, or is beginning 
preparation for college, an excep- 
tional child or just the normal one 


of average attainments, whether 
you are secking advice about a school in 
the North, South, East, West or Abroad, 
the information which we have about any 
of the good schools is yours for the asking. 
| We are happy to answer inquiries in con- 
| nection with any educational problem. 
There is no charge, of course. 


Use Coupon Below 


For suggestions about a good | 
school for yourself or your 
children, write to: 


| 
CHILD LIFE Bureau of Education | 
| 


| 


270 Madison Ave., New York City, N. Y. 





Religion 
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Special features: College preparatory, finishing, military, | 
junior school, etc; interior decorating, costume designing, 
fine or commercial art, dancing, secretarial, etc. 











ane ‘8 the philosophy of our method of cure We 
teach the mother how to cure her child or baby. 


eeueee FOR STAMMERERS, Tyler, Texas 
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Formerly Children’s Librarian, Detroit Public Library, 


“Sunlight, moonlight, 
Twilight, starlight, 

Gloaming at the close of day, 
And an owl calling, 
Cool dews falling 

In a wood of oak and may.” 


WALTER DE LA MARE—Down-Adown-Derry 


\ , 7 HILE Halloween is to us a frolic and a time 
for merrymaking, our ancestors believed in 
the practices and rites of the day and took 
part in its ceremonies as a part of their heathen 
religion. It causes us amusement and surprise that 
anyone could possibly believe in “white magic’ or 
make any serious attempt to look into the future. 
To those early people, however, such customs had 
a deep significance. Their effort to look ahead was 
not done in fun but as part of a serious religious 
observance. The Book of Halloween shows how the 
3lst of October was first set apart by the Romans, 
how, though it lost some of its meaning, the day was 
observed by Christian people, and how All Hallow 
Eve has come down through the ages, being observed 
and celebrated differently as the years make the 
original rites seem curious and out of date. 

There was one time when All Hallow Eve belonged 
to those first dwellers in every land—the fairies. It 
was then that the elves held special revelry and came 
forth from their grottoes and lurking places to present 
to credulous eyes strange hobgoblin mysteries. One 
moat, much favored by Irish fairies, was “‘ Murdoch’s 
Rath.”’ Well do you know what the little people 
did that night. Other instances of their mischief 
are told in “‘How Prying Joan Was Served by the 
Piskies” (Atlantic Treasury of Childhood Stories), 
North Cornwall Fairies and Legends, ‘“‘The Wonders 
of the Three Donals’”’ and ‘‘The Wee Red Man” in 
The Donegal Wonder Book. 

Halloween was also, at one time, called ‘The 
Witches’ Night.”’ Folks believed that on that 


occasion witches and goblins gathered in the dark- 
ness of the forests and in the shadows of old ruins. 
The spirit of “‘the old time”’ is caught in this anony- 
mous verse from McSpadden’s Book of Holidays. 





Present Librarian, Alexander Hamilton Junior High School, Long Beach, California 





“Hark! Did you hear that sound in the grass? 
Mayhap a witch or ghost did pass. 
Was that the owl’s lone cry? 
Is that the wind among the trees? 
What voice is whispering in the breeze? 
Are spirits really nigh?” 


And how many charming (and perhaps a little 
terrifying) tales of magic there are! Magic is 
joined to real life in such poems as we find in Silver 
Pennies, Down-Adown-Derry, Joan’s Door, The Rose 
Fyleman Fairy Book, Tales Told by Pixy Pool. ‘“‘My 
cat Timothy who has such lovely eyes’”’ finds, in the 
Book Country, several boon companions. From 
Shen of the Sea there is the story of ‘‘Ah Tcha the 
Sleeper’”’ in which there is a cat in disguise. In The 
Tale of the Good Cat Jupie there is no witch and no 
wicked spell, but so charming is Jupie that we feel 
he belongs in any list which includes The Black 
Cats and the Tinker’s Wife, or The Cheshire Cat 
from Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. 

In the course of time the hallowing fire became 
associated with All Hallow Eve and was thought of 
as a protection against those malicious powers which 
haunted the night. Even now Halloween is not 
complete unless we sit about a fire and tell stories. 
After all the amusing and good-natured tricks, after 
the rollicking games, it is the best part of the 
evening when we tell each other about “ghosts, 
grim and gentle.” If you have Fagot stories at 
your party this year and are seeking books which 
will be in readiness for those guests who do not 
know a Halloween story or do not knew a play 
which you can act out for the occasion, I would 
suggest that you choose from this collection—‘‘ The 
Twelve Silly Sisters” in The Peep Show Man; 
California Fairy Stories; Eliza and the Elves; The 
Wonder-Smith and His Son; Moonshine and Clover; 
Crossings, A Fairy Play; Boy Who Knew What the 
Birds Said; New Plays from Old Tales; Old Ballads 
in Prose; Mystery Tales and More Mystery Tales. 

May you and your guests bring to the Halloween 
party a zest for merriment, a fund of good humor, 
and a large stock of imagination! And on that 
night of enchantment may you find mystery and 
charm in the stories which we have here gathered. 
(Continued on page 643) 
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WHO’S WHO 
IN THE ZOO 


(Continued from page 620) 


HONOR ROLL 


Elizabeth S. Austin 
Harold O. Amadon 
Nina B. Astin 
ane Aber 
Mary L. Anderson 
Betty Jane Allen 
Virginia Arth 
Jane Bowen Ault 
Anna Allison 
William K. Ault 
Virginia Amadon 
Lura Anderson 
Gwendolyn Auman 
Blythe Akely 
Elizabeth Andrews 
Georgia Angell 
Joan Adams 
Jean Allison 
Rita Adler 
Joseph V. Actons 
Ruth Apomione 
James Arthur 
Douglas Bridge 
Jane R. Berger 
Lawrence Burke 
Elizabeth Baker 
Rebecca Bryan 
Winifred Boyer 
Betty Binkard 
Betty Bennett 
Jean ~— 
Bertha Bailey 
Emory Bauer 
Edna Boerner 
Doris Bates 
Evelyn Breting 
Carolyn Buchanan 
Donnitta Blain 
Alice Banker 
Anne C. Bull 
Nancy Bradley 
Dorothy Bauer 
Harriet Beaver 
Marjorie J. Bell 
Rena Burnett 
Helen Beirs 
Merlin Bridge 
Robert Bechtel 
Evelyn Bible 
Margary Bishop 
Helen Battaile 
Ann Burgunder 
Jean Berry 
Trina Burr 
Elaine Bahti 
Mary Barnes 
Ray Bauer 
Carol Bailey 
Dorothy L. Burt 
Bobby J. Bumann 
Elizabeth Bowman 
Howard Brown 
Dorothy Bramlett 
Edith Ballard 
Mary M. Bloch 
Jeanne Benedict 
Marjorie Bennett 
Edith Belrock 
Jenny L. Brown 
Mary Beebe 
Irene Bales 
Jane Bradford 
Mary Blair Bunting 
Emily Brownings 
Lucille Brenner 
Benetta Blood 
Frederick Blakey 
Donna Lee Burton 
Rebecca Blakely 
Bernice Becher 
Beatrice Brown 
Betty Bothwell 
Jane W. Bynham 
Betty Bye 
Beatrice Bertolino 
Dorothy J. Beeman 


A. Raymond Betts, Jr. 


Barbara Bundy 
Lucille Bryant 
Evalyn Byrd 
Charlotte Bulkley 
Helen Baker 
Muriel Blankenship 
Susan L. Broaddus 
Catherine Blake 
Virginia L. Bell 
Lillian Bortner 
Verla Brown 

Jean Curtis 

Janet Cormier 
Gertrude Carl 
Mary F. Crawford 
Russell Curtis 
Patricia Cook 
Elsie J. Chapin 
Jeannette Christie 
Mary Caldwell 
Marion Clark 
Marion Cornwell 
Betty Cutsinger 
Jeanne Clark; 


(Continued in November) 


Virginia Chapman 
Elizabeth Cochran 
Nancy A. Case 
Mary Chilton 
Lucy Clapp 
Sally Currier 
Isabel Cunningham 
Frank Caldwell ; 
Virginia Culbreath 
Dickie Culbreath 
Mary L. Carter 
Lola Chamberlain 
Mary Ann Collins 
Georgia Case; 
Connie R. Cardin 
Robert Clark 
John Carston 
Florence Caswell 
poy Corning 
anny Crowe 
Eleanor Cook 
Barbara Cheever 
Lorraine Claggett 
G. S. Cornwell, Jr. 
Clark; 
ancy Clifford 
Dorothy Copeland 
Dorothy Compter 
Martha Dolwin 
ean Delavan 
uth Davis 
Mimi deL. Day 
Helen Dowlin 
Kathryn M. Dressler 
Barbara Duncan 
Nancy M. Dulaney 
Dorothy B. Dobson 
Ida Desgun 
Dorothy Dixon 
Margaret Dee 
Valerie Delano 
Anne Delehanty 
Ruth Drews 
Leslie Davis 
Louise Davis 
Mary Davis 
Jean Dutton 
Nadine Douglass 
Mary K. Dearth 
Bertha Davis 
Marie Dedo 
Florence De Remer 
Ruth D. David 
Marion A. Duncan 
Elizabeth DuBois 
Evelyn Edmonds 
Barbara J. Evans 
Madeleine Eskeson 
Ruth Entorf 
Priscilla Erickson 
Josephine Easton 
Gloria Eastment 
Edward S. Elam 
Miss K. Eberhardt 
Jean Evans 
Jack Easterberg 
J. Phillips Edgin 
Shirley Evans 
Margaret Earle 
Carolyn Eayrs 
Virginia Esler 
im Eastman 
eatrice Fisher 
Georgia Fox 
Nathallie Fitzgerald 
Emma Flickinger 
Marion Frechette 
Mary C. Fenton 
Olva Fuller Faust 
Earl C. Ford, Jr. 
Elizabeth Field 
ag Fretz 
ita Foster 
Lalah M. Fawcett 
Richard Ferguson 
Lillian Ferrier 
Eleanor Frear 
Rosemary Feeley 
Richard Fruehauf 
Lenora Fr 
Helen L. Fry 
Betty Fisher 
Margaret Fountain 
Zeta Frost 
Caryl L. Finger 
Curtis Foster 
Margaret Fallon 
Thurston Favor 
Claire Grubbs 
Lorena Gates 
Thelma Gates 
Helen Gehrke 
Hugh Graham 
Suzanne Goldberg 
Marydel Garretson 
Anna Gilmore 
Susan O. Greer 
Barbara Gwinn; 
Anne M. Getchell 
Donald Gales 
Mae E. Gramling 
Elizabeth A. Gilmer 
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One of the covers o the Happy Hour Books 


NEW BOOKS FOR FALL 


THE HAPPY HOUR BOOKS 


Delightful picture books in brilliant colors for 50 cents each 


Wee Willie Winkie 
Three Little Pigs Three Billy Goats 
Little Black Sambo Chicken Little 
Jack and the Beanstalk The Ugly Duckling 
The Steadfast TinSoldier The Bremen Band 
Hansel and Gretel The Pied Piper 


THE CHARLIE BOOKS 


By Helen Hill and Violet Maxwell 


Charlie and His Friends $1.00. About Charlie’s vacation and 
how he spends it with his friends. 


Charlie and the Surprise House... . $1.75 
Charlie and his Kitten Topsy (Little Library) 1.00 
Charlie and his Puppy Bingo... . 1.25 
Charlie and his Coast Guards ... . 1.25 


Humpty Dumpty 





From “‘With Scissors and Paste” 


THE WORK AND PLAY BOOKS 


The Piece Bag Book. By Anna L. Blauvelt. 
descriptions and diagrams of things to sew. 


With Scissors and Paste. By Leila M. Wilhelm. $1.75. Here 


is something to do on rainy days. A book of toy making for 
little children. 


Playing with Clay. By Ida M. Wheeler. $2.00. 
Your Workshop. By Edna Plimpton. $1.50. 
Ask for our new 1928 catalog with other new titles at your nearest bookshop. 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 


New York Boston 
Dallas San Francisco 


$1.75. Clear 


Chicago 
Atlanta 





From “Charlie and His Friends” 
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Snug and warm and sturdy 
ZIP-ON SUITS for children 


NOW~fer youngsters—a complete 
Zip-On suit! Smartly tailored— 
with the original Hookless Fastener 
that never breaks, jams nor rusts. 
For the Zip-On people have put out 
a trim little Sport Blouse to match the 
Zip-On Leggings! Easy to get into, 
with a deep opening, one quick up- 
ward zip shuts out the cold and makes 
the Zip-On blouse snug and warm. 


Zip-On Suits are made of Water- 
side Suede Like—in French Blue, 
Poppy Red, Camel’s Hair, Emerald, 
Reindeer, African, Navy, Grey, Co- 
penhagen and Terra Cotta—sizes 1 to 
14years.Zip-OnSportBlousesandLeg- 
gings may be purchased separately. 

Zip-On Leggings come also in 
Moleskin, Corduroy and Jersey Cloth 
in White, Camel’s Hair, Navy, Brown 
and Grey. 

If your dealer cannot supply you, 
write us the size and color you desire 
—Zip-On Suits, Leggings or Sport 
Blouses—and we will see that you 
are supplied. Sole Agents, Howlett & 
Hockmeyer Co., Inc., Fifth Avenue, 
Corner 26th St., New York. 


CHILD LIFE 


No more restless standing through interminable 
“buttonings” of blouses or leggings. Just slip 
them on and zip them up. Zip-On Suits are eco- 
nomical, too—in their original purchase price and 
in their upkeep. They clean beautifully—and 
with just an ordinary amount of care they may 
be washed 





Zip-On Leggings and Sport Blouses may be purchased separately if desired. 
The Sport Blouses are made for grown-ups also. A deep opening makes them 
so easy to get into! Look for the Zip-On label. Zip-Ons are guaranteed 


ZIP-ON 


LEGGINGS AND SPORT BLOUSES 





October, 1927 


WHO’S WHO IN 
CHILD LIFE 


LACK cats, witches and gob- 

lins, and pranky surprises— 
all these belong to Halloween and 
all these you will find in your 
October CHILD LIFE. You even 
will have the chance of being a 
make-believe witch yourself, or a 
goblin, or a Halloween cat, if you 
decide to present the charming play 
—‘‘Halloween at the Back of the 
World’’—by Mildred Plew Merry- 
man, whose book, “Bonbon and 
Bonbonette,” many of you liked 
so much. Not only will you meet 
black cats in your October maga- 
zine, but a little white kitten as 
well and a jolly Smoke Man who 
ties a string around his waist in 
order to hold himself down to 
earth long enough for Florence 
Page Jaques to write a cunning 
nursery story about him. 

As for surprises, the October 
CHILD LIFE is chock-full of them. 
Take the ending of “‘ The Adventures 
of Andy,” for instance. What 
finally happens to the little wooden 
doll and her friends in this popular 
serial by Margery Williams Bianco 
is a joyful surprise, indeed. Of 
course, you'll be sorry to tell Andy 
good-bye, but you'll never forget 
her, and you'll treasure your old 
copies and read about her again 
and again—just as you reread the 
stories of ‘Alice in Wonderland”’ 
and ‘‘Little Women’’ and the other 
immortal book folks. 

Among the other interesting 
stories there’s one you are sure to 
like by Sara C. McMahon about 
Christopher Columbus’ own son— 
“A Little Boy in Spain.” Then 
there’s a brand-new serial—‘‘ The 
Secret of Belden Place” by Frances 
Cavanah. Your old friends, Patty 
and Patsy and Jimmy, whose ac- 
quaintance you made last year 
when you read “The Treasure of 
Belden Place,” are back! So many 
of you wrote in to tell us how 
thrilled you were over the search 
of the cousins for the hidden room 
in the old ancestral homestead that 
we are sure you will be eager to 
start the new story of their adven- 
tures which begins this month. 

November is a special month of 








October, 1927 


celebrations, and in the next issue, 
we'll observe both Thanksgiving 
and Children’s Book Week. Your 
own Rose Waldo has written an- 
other of her beautiful thankful 
poems; and we are sure you will 
want to memorize this one, just as 
you have memorized a number of 
her poems and said them in school- 
rooms throughout the world. Cor- 
nelia Meigs, whose “‘Purple Mar- 
tins’”” you enjoyed so much last 
year, has written another story for 
your November CHILD LIFE— 
“The Horn Lantern.”” Miss Meigs 
is well known as the author of 
“Rain on the Roof,” and ‘‘ Master 
Simon’s Garden’’; and only recently 
a new honor has come to her. Her 
latest book, “‘The Trade Wind,” 
has been awarded the special prize 
of $2,000 offered for the best 
children’s book submitted in a 
contest conducted by Little, Brown 
and Company. 

Thanksgiving will be a jolly day, 
indeed, if you decide to follow the 
suggestions for entertaining your 
guests given by Myrtle Jamison 
Trachsel, author of ‘In the Garden 
of the Little Lame Princess.”’ And, 
of course, you'll want to attend “A 
Thanksgiving Party in Music 
Land,” to which Henry Purmort 
Eames invites you. Mr. Eames is, 
as you know, a well-known musical 
authority, and he numbers among 
his friends many great performers 
and composers. To these he will 
introduce you—to Paderewski, 
Mrs. MacDowell, Mortimer Wil- 
son, John Alden Carpenter and 
other noted musicians. 

November is also the month for 
meeting famous book people. In 
the delightful play by Marjorie 
Barrows —““The Golden Key”— 
you'll come across many of your 
favorite book chums—Dr. Dolittle, 
Robin Hood and Peter Pan among 
others. You'll find the “Book 
Friends”’ reviews by Avis Meigs 
helpful in making out the lists of 
books you want for Christmas; 
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Helps For Mothers— 


A New Idea in 


A rich library of the most carefully selected material to 
help mothers in guiding and instructing their children. 


Edited by LUCY WHEELOCK 
Head of The Wheelock School for Kindergartners, Boston 


The Kindergarten Children’s Hour 


is endorsed by America’s Leading Authorities 


In one volume you will find 135 matchless stories especially 
adapted for very little children—and such stories are the hardest 
of all stories to find. Another volume is crammed full of just 
the right suggestions for games and occupations to answer 
adequately the cry of ‘‘What can we do now, mother?” A 
third volume tells you how to explain, in a way intensely in- 
teresting to your children, the everyday things of life that 
every child wants to know. Still another volume contains 
wonderfully inspiring and helpful advice by one of the world’s 
leading experts upon child training, telling how best to handle 
children of every temperament on all occasions. And lastly a 
volume of 155 songs that children love, together with singing 
games. 

This gives you but a faint idea of the wealth of material in 
these five volumes. 

Simply fill out and mail the coupon below. The postman brings the five 


volumes to your door. We want you to inspect these books for a week at 
your leisure, free. 


Send This Coupon NOW! 












HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY, Private Library Dept. 
4 Park Street, Boston, Mass. 


2 t fe = Please send me the five volumes of The Kindergarten Children’s Hour. If they are not just 
ested in the article on children Ss what I want, I will return the books within seven days.after receiving them, without obligation, 

: : or, if satisfactory, I will pay $1 within seven days after receipt of the books and $2 a month 
reading prepared especially for thereafter for seven months, or $14.25 within seven days after receipt of the books, in full 
them by the eminent literary critic payment. 


and author, Llewellyn Jones. 
Quite a feast of reading that your 
November CHILD LIFE will offer 
you, don’t you think? A regular 
Thanksgiving banquet! 


and your fathers and mothers and 
teachers will be particularly inter- 
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By ELEANORE M. HUBBARD 


THE SIOeRy OFT 


} cruel Pharaoh of had a 
hatred in his heart for the children 
of the Israelites; so to save her baby’s life 
the mother of put her tiny son 
in a basket and trusted him to the 
river Nile. She little thought that 
the daughter of this same would 
find him and bring him up as her 
own child. But this is exactly what 
happened. And when —’s mother 
heard of it she ran quickly to the palace 
to apply for the position of nurse. Of 
course, the princess did not know her, 
so she gave the care of the little baby 
to his own mother. Thus grew 
and became a great, good man who 
led his people out of the land of 
away from the cruelty of the Pharaoh. 

Guess the name of the child in the 
picture, then fill in the blanks in the 
story. The correct name will be given 
in the next issue of Child Life. If you 
like, you can make a scrapbook of this 
and of the other pictures of famous 
children that will follow. 
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THE ORGAN—KING OF MUSIC LAND 


(Continued from page 609) 


The modern movie organ is in its fundamentals 
a true pipe organ, but it has all sorts of orchestral 
instruments added to it, and played by it through 
the magic of electricity. This type of organ comes 
very close to being an orchestra and band all in 
itself, and still it is under the actual control of one 
player. Electricity makes possible on the modern 
organ the clearest and cleanest playing of the lightest 
and fastest music. No more do players use fists, or 
need they use forceful fingers to press down the 
keys, for electricity is harnessed to the keys, and 
they respond like lightning to the touch. The 
push of a finger throws on an overwhelming torrent 
of tone, while another touch reduces the tone-tempest 
to a murmuring zephyr. The organ was (as I have 
said) a mere Prince among instruments up to 
sixteen hundred; after that, and up to fifty years 
ago, it was the acknowledged King of Instruments; 
but since the application of electricity to bellows, 
pedals, keys, swells, couplers, and combination- 
stops, it is a veritable ‘‘Emperor of Instruments.” 
This imperial music-maker is now two thousand 
years old, and for most of its long life its splendid 
diapason voice has been dedicated to religious 
service—to making mankind better able to receive 
and appreciate all that is good and beautiful. The 
art of music, as we know it to-day, was developed 
by musical churchmen. From the time of the 
great Pope Gregory to the sixteenth century, it 
was mainly church organists and choristers who 
built up musical notation, musical forms and musical 
taste. These playing and singing servants of the 
church realized that good music was a mighty 
power, and they perfected music to the glory of God 
and His children. This devotional, uplifting spirit 
of the organ is what I wish all musical children to 
know and love, for the noble and kingly character 
of the organ is only fully and sincerely revealed when 
its surroundings are at least elevating, even if they 
be not actually worshipful. The great masters of 
composition were many of them organists in cathe- 
drals or churches, and their personal lives, as well 
as the beautiful music they created, stand as models 
for us to pattern after. The good and great tone- 
poets, Palestrina, Bach, Purcell, Handel, and 
Caesar Franck, to name just a few, were master 
organists, and from their choir and organ lofts has 
come the same godliness as has come from the pulpit, 
for, to my mind, church organ music can heal and 
guide us better than any spoken words. 
The Organ, King of Music Land, reigns to-day as 
never before in church, concert hall, and theater. 
“‘T know the Organ is a living thing: 
He speaks on Sundays, when they sing, 
And when the choristers intone; 
But all the week he stays alone, 
And meditates with a patient mind 
On the thoughts the people have left behind.* 


*William B. Rands. 
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Long, long ago lived 
St. Cecilia—loved, be- 
cause she loved sacred 
music so well. 


The Pipe-organ King 





LIFE 








can throb his mighty music through 


your home! 


THE Pipe-organ—King of Musical Instruments— 
will play his music in your home any time you say! 
It is most majestic music. It comes out of great gold 
and silver pipes in a still place. It washes down in 
waves of beautiful sound from high arches and pillars 
and naves. But you can hear this music, whenever 
you will, on Victor pipe-organ records. 


Ask your mother to play these records in your 
home. Or if your home has no Victrola, and you will 
go with your mother into some Victor store to listen 
—hear the Victor pipe-organ music there. Sometimes 
the organ talks to you like a human voice. It com- 
mands softly —sings tenderly. Or it is a full orches- 
tra—drums, harps, pianos, chimes and_ gongs, 
gathered into one beautiful outpour of sound. You 
hear it all on the Victrola. Music solemn, stupendous 
—it gives you shivers of joy. 


Listen to— 


Abide With Me. Played by Mark Andrews, one of 
20129 


the few great organ players - - - - - 


VICTOR TALKING 













The Educational Department 


Largo (from “Xerxes”); also Pomp and Circum- 
stance (March No. 1). Played on the Grand Organ 
with the Chicago Orchestra, under the baton of 
Frederick Stock. This music makes .you want to 
march! - - - - - - = = - = = - 6648 


Wedding March. Music by Mendelssohn for that 
play of the fairies called “Midsummer Night’s 
Dream.” Also Wedding March from Wagner’s opera 
“Lohengrin.” Played on the Grand Organ by Mark 
Andrews - - - - - - - - = = = 20036 


Christmas Fantasy (to make you eager for Christ- 
mas!). On the pipe-organ by Mark Andrews 19816 
Lost Chord. The beautiful song of the lost music 
that never was heard again. Played by Kimball on 
the famous Mormon Tabernacle Organ - - 35760 


Messiah (by Handel) —powerful beauty that thrills 
you. On the pipe-organ by Mark Andrews. . . . 
Also Angelus. Two peasants hear the far-off chimes 
for prayer. Have your mother show you Millet’s 
painting of The Angelus when you hear this. On the 
pipe-organ by O’Connell - - - - - - 35767 


MACHINE CO., CAMDEN, NEW JERSEY, U. S. A. 


A note to your mother: Children can- 
not love music unless they hear it 
often. Play beautiful music every day. 
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Appetites wanted 
for school lunches 


MODEST INVESTMENT— and a very 
worth-while one—is a sturdy 
lunch box that contains a thermos 
bottle and space for an individual 
baking dish. In the picture you see 
a choice of appetizing foods for the 
lunch box. A cocoanut custard one 
day—date cookies or cakes another. 
In the lunch box let there be va- 
riety and foods well balanced and 
nourishing. Have a warm drink or 
milk in the thermos bottle, plenty 
of whole wheat bread for the sand- 
wiches, a healthful confection like 
stuffed dates rather than candy. 


* * * * 


Here are delicious sandwich fillings: 
Cream Cheese mixed with Quartered Dates 
Peanut Butter mixed with Quartered Dates 

Chopped Celery, Quartered Dates and Mayonnaise 


And here is a recipe for nutritious 
date cookies. 


Date Health Cookies 


1 package Dromedary 
Dates 
1 cup white flour 


6 tablespoons but- 
ter or other fat 
24 cup brown 


1 cup whole wheat sugar 

flour legg 
V4 to teaspoon salt 2 tablespoons milk 
2 teaspoons baking ¥ teaspoon vanilla 


powder 
¥ cup nut meats (may be omitted) 


Pit the dates; cut into pieces with wet scis- 
sors.Chop the nuts coarsely. Sift the white flour, 
add dates, nuts and whole wheat flour. 


Cream the fat, stir in the sugar gradually then 
the unbeaten egg. Mix well; add the milk and 
vanilla, then the dry ingredients. 

Drop by heaping teaspoonfuls, 144 inches 
apart, on well-oiled baking sheet or dripping 
pan. 

Bake in a moderate oven (375-400 degrees F.) 
until firm tothe touch (about 10 minutes). 


Dromedary Dates 


THE Hits BROTHERS COMPANY 
110 WASHINGTON STREET, NEW YORK CITY 


Please send me the Dromedary Library—3 booklets with 
photographic illustrations and descriptions for preparing and 


serving Dromedary Dates, Dromedary Grapefruit, in cans, 
and Dromedary Cocoanut. By ‘The Lady with an Apron.’ 
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CHILD LIFE KITCHEN 
(Continued from page 618) 


1 cupful nut meats (this may be omitted). 
Sprinkle with 14 cupful flour. 

Beat smooth and drop by spoonfuls onto 
cookie tins. 


Some flour thickens more than 
others. If your dough is so thin 
that it “runs” when dropped, add 
a little more flour. On the aver- 
age 2 and 4 cupfuls will be just 
right. 

Bake in a moderate oven (400) till brown. 
This will take 12 to 15 minutes. 


Take the cookies from the pan 
with a cake turner and put on a 
wire rack to cool. ° 

This recipe will make 40 large or 
60 small cookies. Decide which 
you will make and drop a trial pan- 
ful of, say, four cookies, to test the 
size. The dough spreads some- 
what, so your cookies will be larger, 
finished, than the pile of dough. 

By way of varicty, you can omit 
the raisins and nuts sometime 
and use instead a cupful of chopped 
peanuts. 

The lemonade, too, can be varied 
by the addition of other fruit juices, 
if you wish to repeat the menu 
with slight changes. 

In case you use paper plates and 
napkins (and these are much the 
best) have a committee meet before 
the party and fold the napkins and 
put one with each plate, arranging 
neat piles for serving. Be sure to 
have all details well planned. Some 
students should take charge of sup- 
plies, others of the serving table, 
others of the actual serving. And 
another committee should be hosts 
and hostesses, going about among 
the guests to make sure that all 
are served. 

It’s great fun to have a nice 
school party and we are sure that 
those in which CHILD LIFE cooks 
take part will be a credit to our 
Kitchen and much fun for all. 


ay 
TAFFY 


ELEANOR HAMMOND 


I like striped candy from the jar 
Upon the grocer’s shelf— 
But better still I like the sort 
You cook and pull yourself! 
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OUR WORKSHOP 


(Continued from page 623) 


held to the stick at their exact cen- 
ter, and the way to keep them from 
slipping sideways is to glue narrow 
strips of cardboard across them % 
inch apart, as shown in Figs. 3 and 
4. Lay out the fin by the pattern 
of Fig. 5. Glue it in the slot in the 
fuselage. You may shellac, stain, 
or lacquer the fuselage and fin, but 
the planes are best left white, since 
finishing may cause the cardboard 
to warp. 
The launching device consists of 
a handful of rubber bands joined 
end toend. Drive a stick into the 
ground and a nail into its end, and 
loop one end of the rubber bands 
over the nail, and slip the other end 
into the notch in the fuselage. Hold 
the model by the tip of the fuselage, 
as shown in Fig. 1, for launching. 


Ud 
THE RIVAL CASTLES 


By MARION CADDELL 


HE children divide themselves 
into two groups and form cir- 
cles which they call Castle Blue 
and Castle Pru. Both Castles send 
one of “their members, so-called 
Knights, out of the room to think 
of a “thing” to be guessed. 
Meanwhile they sing or say the 
following words, Castle Pru, of 
course, changing the word, “‘Blue,”’ 
into “Pru”: 

“Castle Blue is best of all, best 
of all, 

Made of stone, it cannot fall, 
cannot fall, 

Castle Blue, it. ..cannot. . . fall!’ 

As soon as the Knights have de- 
cided on a “‘thing,”’ they return to 
the room, each going to the oppo- 
site Castle from which they came. 

Every one eagerly asks them 
in turn such questions as “Is it a 
person?” “Is it a book?” and “‘Is it 
near?” 

The Knights may only reply, 
“Yes” or “No.” The Castle first 
guessing the “thing” claims the 
two Knights. 

Then each Castle sends out an- 
other Knight and the game is 
repeated. In the end, the Castle 
showing the most Knights has 
“‘won,” while the other has “‘ fallen.” 
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ACROBAT SHOES 


Pass the Children’s 


Bureau of Standards! 


Tosti only one real test for children’s shoes—every 
day wear by a healthy, active child. He’llshow them up! 


That is the kind of test that has proven the extra goodness of 
Acrobat Shoes, by thousands of boys and girls the country over. 
The Acrobat patented construction is rip-proof, practically water- 
tight, and unmatched for flexibility. The insoles cannot loosen 


or wrinkle. 
cause quick wear. 


Caressing Protection for Little Feet 


Soft pliable uppers, springy flexible soles 
and perfect fitting Nature lasts give the 
utmost in comfort for the child and insure 
proper development and 
future foot health. 

Let us send you this book- 
let containing foot-health 
suggestions by specialists, 
and the name of the Acro- 
bat dealer nearest you. 
Write today. 


There is uo filling in the soles to get lumpy and 















Shaft-Pierce 
Shoe Company 
564 Third Street, 
Faribault, Minn. 
Please send name of nearest 
Acrobat dealer and your booklet. 





Makers of Children’s Good Shoes for 35 Years 
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toys children like best 


Hear the fires roar! And see the yellow sparks fly! 

The Tiny Arcadians laugh and sing as they work, 
day after day. For the toys they make will bring real 
fun to thousands of girls and boys. 

Soon the white-hot metal will be made into the 
famous metal Arcade Toys. 

There’s the Arcade Bathroom set—with its min- 
iature Crane fixtures, and the Arcade Kitchen Set, 
all in shining white—with Roper gas stove or Hot- 
point electric range, Gurney or Leonard refriger- 
ator, Boone cabinet and table, Crane sink, and Curtis 
breakfast nook. And then there’s the Arcade fleet of 
automobiles, farm machinery, coaches, and trucks; 
each an exact miniature of the real thing; all of 
sturdy metal—with rubber tires if you want them. 
There are McCormick-Deering Threshers, Tractors, 
Plows, International Trucks, Yellow Cabs and 
Coaches, Buicks and Chevrolets, A. C. F. Coaches, 
Mack Trucks, Fords and Fordsons. 

Thousands of mothers approve Arcade Toys, be- 
cause they stimulate imagination, and keep young- 
sters busy for hours in wholesome play. 


You'll find Arcade Toys in all good 
department stores and toy shops; or write to 
us—we'll tell you where to find them. 


ARCADE MANUFACTURING CO. 


1215 Shawnee St. Freeport, Illinois 


ARCADE TOYS 


foe end cout ie tim Tey look real” 


Arcadians, with pictures in 
colors. Send name, address 
and 4 cents to cover mailing. 
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DANCE OF THE 
FAIRIES 


By ROSE A. DILLON 





HILE the rain is falling out- 

side we may as well have a 
happy time here beside the fire with 
our friends, the fairies. You know, 
they all love to dance. We shall 
invite them to appear, so we can 


watch them in their mad frolics. 
First, we must call the atten- 


dants. We shall have to have some 
colored tissue paper, a catalog with 
people in it, scissors, some paste, 
a spool of thread, a stick about two 
feet long, and some wire, or a hoop 
from a barrel. The wire is to be 
made into a hoop about twelve 
inches across. The stick must be 
fastened to it, so that you can hold 
the hoop steady by the handle. 
This is the ballroom for the fairies. 

Now, with the use of our scissors, 
we can call the attendants. In the 
catalog find several small pictures 
of men. Cut them out carefully. 
Paste tissue paper over their clothes. 
The paper must be puffed, as the 
clothing of fairy men is supposed 
tobe. Use light green or dull brown 
tissue paper for their clothes. 
Make a pair of light green wings 
for each one and paste it behind his 
shoulders. 

When we have enough attendants 
to do the work, we shall call the 
fairy guests. They will appear 
when we cut pictures of ladies, 
small ones, from the catalog. The 
queen must have yellow hair, or 
else we must color her hair with 
paint. All of the fairies must have 
light colored hair. 

The ladies in waiting must not 
appear until just before the Queen 
arrives. But many common ones 
can come as soon as we call. 
Common fairies must have yellow 
wings, pasted behind their shoul- 
ders, and dresses of many colors. 
The rose fairy wears red; the lily 
fairy, white; the buttercup fairy, 
yellow. You can make any num- 
ber of them appear. But be sure 
you do not use the loveliest lady 
in the catalog until it is time for 
the queen and her ladies to come. 

Before the queen comes into the 
room we must call for the two 
ladies. Each must have robes of 
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light blue, like the forget-me-nots. 
Their wings must be daintiest light 
green, or white. Now make ready 
for the queen. Color the hair of 
the lady; make her cheeks a faint 
pink; and make her a lacy crown 
of silver so her golden hair will 
show through. Her dress should be 
of white tissue paper trimmed with 
tiny. gold and silver stars painted 
in a pattern on the bodice. Her 
wand must be as long as she is, 
from waist to toes. This is made 
of a roll of silver paper, tipped with 
astar. Paste the wand to the back 
of her hand and to the back of her 
skirt, so it will stay where she 
wants it. Next paste her lovely 
butterfly wings to the back of her 
shoulders. Paste her dress, like 
those of the other fairies, to the 
front of her shoulders. 

Now that the fairies have all 
arrived, and are longing to dance 
in our beautiful ballroom, we shall 
invite them to enter. Around the 
neck of the queen we shall tie a 
thread, not too tight. It will be 
about ten inches long. Tie the 
other end to the wire hoop, mak- 
ing the knot easy, so you can untie 
it. Next to the queen, on each 
side, we shall tie a lady in waiting. 
Besides these, there will be the 
gentlemen in waiting, the atten- 
dants we called first. Then come 
the other fairies, all that you have 
room for. Make the ties about 
three inches apart. 

Now they will sway and dance, 
if we will furnish them with the 
music they love, the music we 
mortals cannot hear. To do this 
we must hold the hoop over the 
range, or the radiator, being careful 
not to allow them too near the 
stove. 

But the fairies will grow tired of 
dancing, just as we would. There- 
fore, we shall now take them off the 
wire, one by one, and lay them 
gently in a box where we can keep 
them safe. Our fairy ballroom we 
shall hang on a nail in the closet. 
Then, some other day when the 
rain pours, we shall bring out our 
little dancers for another hour of 
fun. 
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Your Children, Too 
Need 
The Book of Knowledge 


WHAT is curiosity teaching 
your boy or girl? In the 
homes of more than 2,000,000 
children to-day The Book of 
Knowledge is their most 
treasured possession, their 
friendly companion, their 
constant help, at home, at 
school, at play, Day by day, it is turning 
their eager curiosity into important know- 
ledge. They understand many of the great 
topics of the moment. In the classroom 
they are ready to give quick and intelligent 
answers. The Book of Knowledge captivates 
the child’s mind and makes learning a joy. 


The Idea of a Father Who 
Loved His Child 


This wonderful educational plan is the idea of 
a father who loved his child and was determined 
to give him the best possible start in the race for 
knowledge. He drew to his help other parents 
of like desire and long experience in writing for 
children. Together they studied the mind-pro- 
cesses of the child, and from their discoveries 
The Book of Knowledge grew. Children rec- 
ognize here their own book, really made for 
them, telling them in clear, simple 
language and with unforgettable pic- 
tures the whole wonderful story of 
world-knowledge. 








Women and Golden Deeds spread before 
them the cultural treasures of the world. 
The department of Things to Make and Do 
contains games to stimulate their active 
minds, and handicrafts to keep their restless 
fingers busy. Helps to Learning and the 
School Subject Guide make the way easier 
in school. The new Index makes The Book 
of Knowledge a wonderfully efficient refer- 


ence work which the whole family uses and 
enjoys. 


The Simple Plan That Wins 


The Children 
Departments of The Book of Knowledge 


The department of Wonder answers the chil- 





dren’s questions; Familiar Things takes them 
on fascinating visits to the great workshops 
of the world; The Earth tells the story of 
land, air, sea and sky; in Animal Life and 
Plant Life they read about the birds, fishes, 
insects, animals, flowers and trees. Our 
Own Life tells of our bodies and our minds, 
and explains the principles of citizenship and 
economics so simply that even these difficult 
subjects are easily grasped by the children. 
In All Countries they come to know foreign 
lands and their peoples; United States tells of 
our own country its history, government, 
industries and ideals. Literature and The 
Fine Arts, Stories, Famous Books, Men and 






15,000 Delightful Pictures 


This is a book of striking educational pic- 
tures that live in the memory—15,000 illus- 
trations, 2,200 of them in fine color, 1,200 in 
gravure. Clearly and vividly they explain 
the great facts of knowledge. Here is visual 
education in its simplest, most attractive 
form. The Free Booklet of 54 full-size 
illustrated pages taken from The Book of 
Knowledge will delight your boy or girl and 
will show you just how this great work with 
its charming style and wealth of pictures 
captures the children's attention and holds 
their interest. Mail the coupon below and 
the Free Book will be sent to you at once. 


A FREE BOOK for Your Children 
54 Pages from The Book of Knowledge 


THE GROLIER SOCIETY | 
Dept. 120, 2 West 45th St. | 
New York, N. Y. 

You may send me free for my | 
children the new illustrated 

Kk) booklet of 54 full-size pages, | 
including color plate, gravure 

es, a complete story, The | 
arth and Its Neighbors, Why 

Do I Dream? Little Ships of | 

Long Ago, etc., taken from The Book of 


1 

| Knowledge. 
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for Children 
Individual Nameg 00 
PENCIL SETS — 


De Luxe Set: paid 


Finest genuine sheepskin 
leather case with coin pocket, 
tichly embossed. Any name 
engraved in 18 kt. gold. Con- 
tains pencils and penholder in as- 
sorted colors, point protector, ruler, 
_Sharpener. Absolutely supreme in 
its class. 
Junior Set: 3 pencils, embossed 
., leather case; name engraved...... 65c 
’Send check, money order or U. S. Postage.' 
IMPRINT PENCIL COMPANY, INC. 
112 Fourth Ave. New York, N.Y- 


THIS CLASS PIN 30c. 


12 or more, Silver plate, Single pins40cea. ehoice 2 colors en= 
amel, 3letters, date. Sterling Silver, 12 or more 50c ea. Single 
pins 60c. ea. Free Cat. shows Pins, Rings,Embiems 25c to $8ea. 


'S METALARTS CO., Inc., 783 Portland Ave., Rochester, N.Y. 













NOS TIA GINNV 



























Halloween Fun 


Run, Jump, Leap, Hop, 
do stunts and cut capers 
on the always safe 


KANGRU-SPRINGSHU 


aroo Springshoes) 


Can be used anywhere, on sidewalks orinthe yard. Put 
on like skates. Make all kinds of Running Games more 
enjoyable. Safe for even “‘little kids’’ 

Price $3.00 Add 50c West of Rockies 


















mae eee = 

LITTLEFIELD MFG. CO. 

704 N. Halsted St., Chicago, Ill. 
P. O. Money Order 

Enclosed is { Express Money Oraer } 

Please send....Pairs Rubber Sole Kangru-Springshus 

with the understanding that this money will be refunded 

if not satisfactory 
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OW easy it is for Mother to do | 
her shopping for birthday gifts 
and Christmas gifts from the many 
interesting advertisements in CuiLp 
Lire! Many attractive gifts will be 
found on this page and throughout 
the advertising pages of the magazine. 


Announcing 


WHISKERS 


An Amusing New Toy 


Here is a screamingly funny new magnetic toy 
which will faseinate your children. Whiskers consists 
of funny faces in picture frames. Steel whiskers and an 
energized magnet. Amusing caricatures are made by 
moving thesteel whiskersiby the aid of the Magnet thus 
adorning the face with side boards, mustaches, etc. 


Made in Two Sises 
Two picture size...$ .50 Five picture size. ..$1.00 


If your dealer can't supply you order direct from 
BROADFIELD TOY CO., 15 Yale St., Hempstead, N. Y. 


With a “‘Busy Kiddie’’ set 

Fun and health you're sure to get. 
Always something new to do, 
Always something different, too. 
Out of mischief, 

Away from harm, 

Strengthens bodies like a charm. 
“*Busy Kiddie’ wins the prize 
Giving fun that's exercise. 


Children must have exercise the 
whole year through to keep them 
Complete sets healthy and strong. To be most 
as low as $5.50 effective this exercise should be rea/ 
fun. ‘‘Busy Kiddie’’, the doorway 

ym, is just the thing. Used in any 
oorway, 
spring or 





all. 


It is the Hanger of ‘‘Busy Kiddie’’ 
that is the exclusive feature. Ac- 
commodates jumper, swing, trapeze 
or flying rings. Easy to change. 
Fits any doorway. No screw eyes. 
Will not mar woodwork. Easy to 
move. Up for use or down with one 
adjustment. Used indoors or out- 
of-doors—-in attic or basement, on 
the porch, at the barn or garage. 





Splendid as a 
Christmas 
gift 


Quality assures safety 


Highest quality assures mechani- 
cal safety in “‘Busy Kiddie’’ and 
protects your children—extra- 
hemp ropes, swing and bar 


of ash wood, rings padded and 





patented hanger tested to 350 lbs. 


FREE folder tells all about ‘‘Busy Kiddie.”* 
Send for it today. 
STANDARD PRESSED STEEL CO. 
Makers of ‘“‘Busy Kiddie 


Box L Jenkintown, Penn. 





< 


= for winter, summer, | 


| ber tires, that outwear steel 
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Model B-27 
15x74 x 15 inches 
Get This Real Electric Range 


15inches long, 15 high and 714 
deep. Broils, bakes, boils like 
any large range. Enamel and 
nickel plated. Education for 
the little girl, Handy for the 
mother’s lonesome lunches. 
METAL WARE CORPORATION 


Sales Office: 111 W.Washington St., Chicago 
Factory: Two Rivers, Wisconsin 















Speedy! Safe! Silent! 


“CCHICAGOS” appeal to “CHICAGOS” appeal 
boys and girls because beca’ 

they easily learn to skate 
betterand go faster. They 
are proud, too, of their 
ownership of beautiful 

roller skates like 
“CHICAGOS.” 














noiseless and safe for 
children of 
any age. 

















“CHICAGOS” are the finest, 
most durable rollerskates made. 
They haveshock absorbing rub- 


wheels, ball-bearing disc wheels 
that spin more easily, giving 
healthful exercise without 
strain. 

Write for free book telling how 
to skate correctly, play games, 


etc. 

From all good dealers or sent 
direct on receipt of $4.00 and 
your dealer’s name. 


Roller Skate 





yey 6 HICAGoC” 
Rubber Tire Rolier Skates 
CHICAGO ROLLER SKATECO. Est. over 20 years. 


4455 W. Lake Street, Chicago, Illinois 































~In Your Home 


&@ per 
—3 Our marvelous, practical Movie 
Machines sell as low as $3.75 post- 


paid, and use same size film as big theatres. 
We also have wonderful films at lowest prices 
—with a new film exchange service. 
Don’t Miss This! 
Write NOW for Free Catalogue. 
PARAMOUNT MANUFACTURING CO. 
Dept. F-7, Boston, Mass. 
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INITIAL GAME 


By CLARA E. BOWEN 


Here is a game that has 
proven very successful for a 
childrens’ party or which may 
be used with much amusement 
when playing at home. 

Bits of paper are distributed 
among the boys and girls, on 
which the following simple ques- 
tions are written (the children 
may write these themselves): 

What is your favorite food? 

What is your favorite drink? 

What is your favorite amuse- 
ment? 

What is going to be your pro- 
fession when you grow up? 

The players write the an- 
swers to these questions, using 
but two words, and these words 
must begin with the initial 
letters of the child’s name. 
For instance, if a boy’s name 
is Charles Brown, then the two 
words answering the questions 
must begin with “C” and “B.” 
The questions might be an- 
swered in this way: 

1. Chocolate Buns. 

2. Cold Buttermilk. 

3. Catching Bears. 

4, Charming Barber. 

A little girl whose name is 
Pearl Sander might answer as 
follows: 

1. Potato Salad. 

2. Pea Soup. 

3. Picking Sunflowers. 

4. Packing Sardines, or Ped- 
dling Soap. 

The children soon become 
interested and a whole evening 
or a dull rainy day quickly 
passes in shrieks of laughter. 
This is a game that develops 
the thinking powers and sharp- 
ens the wit. Try it! 
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Have You a Library of Your Own? 


Here’s your chance to have new, exciting, red-blooded books for your book shelf— 


books so delightful that you will want to read them over and over. 


You can earn two 


of these books for two new subscriptions to CHILD LIFE, three for three new sub- 
scriptions, etc. Earn just as many as you want. Make your selections from the list below. 


Child Life Cook Book 
Adventures of Sonny Bear 
Robinson Crusoe 


Hero Stories from the Old Testament 


True Bear Stories 

Hans Brinker or The Silver Skates 
Kipling’s Boy Stories 

Kidnapped 


Address 


The CHILD LIFE Library Club 


536 South Clark Street 


Chicago, Illinois 








Ly, never too 


early to 
begin! 


THE LITTLE GRIPPER PLAYBOY 
banishes past regrets and future fears 


ITTLE feet beginning to patter 
around; tiny toes, muscles and 
bones strengthening and taking 
shape! That’s the time — right 
then—to prevent the start of foot 
ailments which in after-life may 
rob them of happy days in walk- 
ing, out-of-door sports and other 
pleasures. 

No excuse to wait until too late. 
At no greater cost 
than improperly con- 
structed shoes, you 
can give your chil- 
dren Little Gripper 


Playboys which permit their little 
feet to grow and develop as nature 
intended. Handsome, sturdy little 
shoes for misses and children of- 
fering the advantages of the 
FLEXIBLE SOLE, NATURE'S LAST, FULL 
TOEROOM, and other exclusive 
Ground Gripper health and com- 

fort features. 
Little Gripper Playboys may 
be had wherever 


LITTLE GRIPPER Ground Grippers 
PLAYBOY 


For Boys and Girls 


are sold. Write for 
name of nearest 


dealer. 





PICTURES TO Here's fun for the children! Send for ‘'The Little Gripper 
COLOR —FREE! Mother Goose’ book. It’s full of merry jingles and won- 
derful pictures to color with paints or crayon. And it’s FREE—just send the coupon. 


GROUND GRIPPER SHOE CO., INC. 
86 Linden Park Street, Boston, Mass. 
Please send your book, “The Little.Gripper Mother Goose,” to 


Address 
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LET MUNSINGWEAR COVER YOU WITH SATISFACTION 























UNSING 
Car 


Silk Vests and Bloomers for Women 


coo 


Combination All-in-One Silk Vests and 
Step-Ins for Women 




















Form-Fitting Knitted Union Suits for 
Men, Women, Children 


re) 


Loose-Fitting Woven Union Suits for 
Men, Women, Children 


Infants’ Vests, Tab Rand and Binders 
and Double Breasted Wrappers. 


cn 


Munsingwear is also obtainable in 


HOSIERY 


in a great variety of 
styles for men, women, 


children, infants. 





THE MUNSINGWEAR CORPORATION. MINNEAPOLIS 
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THE SECRET: OF 
BELDEN PLACE 


(Continued from page 606) 


one upstairs is a perfectly dumb 
T.°S.,.” Tcalled. 

I ran up the steps after that, and 
I could hear Patty and Jimmy pant- 
ing and giggling as they came after 
me. I reached the top first, with 
my cousin just behind. About two 
thirds of the way up, Jimmy stum- 
bled and that made him the last. 

But he was awfully good-na- 
tured about it. “‘Call me a dumb 
treasure seeker, if you want to. 
You'll change your tune when you 
see what I’ve found.” 

In order to get to the mystery 
room, we had to go through Mrs. 
Fisher’s. The minute he opened 
his mother’s door, he said, “Aw, 
shucks. Now you never will get 
down to business.” 

He was just about right, too, for 
the first thing we saw was Jean, 
sitting up in her crib, laughing and 
cooing and holding out her arms to 
us. Jean was Jimmy’s little sister, 
and a more adorable year-and-a- 
half old baby, it would have been 
hard to find. 

My cousin knelt down on one 
side of the crib and I on the other. 
“Now patty-cake for us, Jean. 
You must see her do it, Jimmy. I 
taught her yesterday.” 

‘Aw, you girls make me tired,” 
he grumbled. 

“Why, Jimmy Fisher,”’ said Pat- 
ty indignantly, “‘don’t you love 
your baby sister?” 

“‘Sure,” he answered, and then 
he began to try to act important. 
“But treasure seekers can’t stop to 
play with babies, when they’re on 
the scent of an important mys- 
tery like this.” 

“*T guess he’s right.”’ Patty sighed, 
and after both of us had given Jean 
another .hug, we followed him into 
the mystery room. 

We found Mrs. Fisher in there, 
hunting for Jean’s little rubber doll. 
Though we used it just as a play- 
room now, for several weeks after 
he came, Jimmy had slept there on 
Great-grandmother Belden’s old 
horsehair sofa which had been 
brought down from the attic. The 
sofa may have been valuable as a 
piece of antique furniture, but it 
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wasn't very comfortable; and Patty’s mother had 
insisted that he move into a larger room with a 
regular bed. 

““Now, what are you youngsters so excited about?’”’ 
Mrs. Fisher smiled at us as she pulled the doll out 
of a dark corner. 

““We’re treasure seekers,’ Patty announced grave- 
ly. ‘The T. S. Company, Incorporated! Doesn’t 
that sound scrumptious?”’ 

Mrs. Fisher didn’t laugh, as lots of older folks 
would have. That was one thing that made us 
love her—she always treated us just as though we 
were grown up. 

““May I ask what treasure you are seeking?” I 
thought I saw a tiny twinkle in her eye. But I 
wasn’t sure, for the next instant she was looking 
very serious again. 

“‘We are hunting Great-grandmother’s lost jewels,” 
I answered. ‘‘They disappeared more than fifty 
years ago.” 

“‘That’s quite a big order, isn’t it, for your first job?”’ 

“It isn’t exactly our first job,” Patty told her. 
“Patsy and I discovered this room, you know.” 

All this time, Jimmy had been searching through 
the drawers of the old chest in the corner. ‘“‘Mom,”’ 
he asked, ‘‘what became of my flash light?” 

““Oh, is that what you’re looking for?’ his mother 
said. ‘‘Your Uncle John borrowed it last night.’ 

Jimmy was out of the door almost before she had 
finished, and the housekeeper went back to her own 
room to finish her darning. She said she thought 
that we girls should have the knees of our stockings 
reinforced with leather. But she laughed, so we 
knew she wasn’t really cross. 

Jimmy was gone for several minutes, so we leaned 
back against the old horsehair sofa and looked about 
us. What we had named the mystery room was 
really a very ordinary looking place after all. The 
walls sloped, as in any garret, and if the ceiling had 
just tried a little harder, Patty said it would have 
succeeded in touching the floor. As it was, the 
straight-up-and-down walls on the two sides of the 
room, which were made of narrow-paneled wood 
instead of plaster, weren’t more than three or four 
feet high. The wood was worm-eaten now, with 
knotholes in several places, and the slanting ceiling 
had several stains where the rain had seeped through. 

Just then Jimmy came back with the flash light, 
but he didn’t say a word to us. He simply walked 
over to the west side of the room and began to run 
his hand over the wooden wall. We asked him 
several times what he was trying to do; but he 
didn’t even seem to hear us. After a while, though, 
he began to act worried. 

“IT can’t find it any place,’ he muttered. 

“Find what?” I asked. 

“‘I guess you’re not the only persons to discover 
a secret spring,’”’ he said mysteriously. 

“Oh,” cried Patty, “what did it open, Jimmy?” 

‘““You’ll know in plenty of time,’ he answered. 

“‘Do you mean to say,” I asked him, pretending 
to be shocked, ‘“‘that you really found a secret 

(Continued on page 642) 
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* SCHOOL DAYS AGAIN + 


ACATION days are over 
And school days have begun 

In many ways these study days 

Bring children lots of fun. 
To school upon our SCOOTERS! 

What fun it always makes 
To know that we quite safe will be 

With ENDEE COASTER BRAKES. 

—Jobn Martin 


ENDEE Coaster Brake 


CHAPTER VI 


“— little wonder worker in the rear wheel runs on 
three sets of finest steel balls, making the ride as 
smooth as velvet, fatigueless health-building exercise, 
bringing into play all the muscles of the child’s body. 

The braking action is gentle—yet positive, and 
absolutely unfailing when coasting down an incline, 
riding on level sidewalks or checking speed anywhere. 
The Endee coaster brake keeps the scooter under easy 
control of the tiniest rider. 


PUZZLE FUN—GET ONE!! 


FREE! Boys and Girls, send to-day for.your jolly puzzle, 
“THE DISAPPEARING CHINAMAN.” 
It’s fun—hurry up and get one! Just write to 





New Departure 


ENDEE 
Coaster Brake 


BRISTOL CONN, 
Dewo 20 ~~ OD YO ~~ OOO 


Reprinted by permission from Jobn Martin's Book, the children’s magazine 
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TOUR Diiiss AND DOLLY'S 


Designed by CHIQUET. With Patterns 


October, 1987 


53‘t+O 


HAT! Is it time to start in dancing school? It must be, 
for Janet has on her best little georgette frock, made espe- 
cially for dances. It is trimmed with lace and has the fullest 
skirt for the liveliest dance. 
Janet's school dresses have quite the proper lines for a little 
girl who is growing fast. 
One is of plain flannel combined with polka dotted flannel. 
The other is an unusual style in jersey cloth. It has gay wool 
a on the skirt and long sleeves are trimmed with crocheted 
uttoens 


CHILD LIFE has patterns for these gay little autumn dresses. 


Pattern No. 5840, 4 sizes, 6, 8, 10, and 12 years 
Pattern No. 5766, 4 sizes, 6, 8, 10, and 12 years 
Pattern No. 5346, 4 sizes, 8, 10,12, and 14 years 


We are always delighted to answer any question Mother may 
care to ask, if she will send a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to CHILD LIFE Pattern Department, care Rand McNally & 
Company, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago. 


All patterns are 20 cents each. 
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@& She WIGGLY WITCH! & 


By John Dukes MsKee 


FRONT VIEW 





DIRECTIONS 


_ the page on strong paper at least as heavy as a 
postcard. Make the three pieces. Bend the strip 
(A) and paste to the back of the Moon, as shown in sketch 
of back view. Make the slit in the eye of the Moon. 
Bend the piece with the Wiggly Witch on it, as shown, 


and place it so that it hangs on the lips of the Moon and so 
that the nose is between the strip (A) and the back of the 
Moon. Hold the toy at the same angle, as shown in front 
view, and let the Witch swing back and forth, while 
the Moon’s nose goes in and out and he blinks his eyes. 





Youw’ll never get tired of this 


FOX PLAY GUN 


Imagine a play gun that’s a real, true- 
to-life miniature of the famous Fox 
Shot Gun-—that has double barrels, 
double triggers, and hardwood stock — 


A breech-loading, hammerless gun 
that loads and works just like a big 
gun, but is 


Absolutely safe for any boy or girl! 


The Fox Play Gun will give you all 
the fun of areal gun with none of the 
danger. It shoots small wooden balls, 
so light they won’t injure anybody or 
do any damage — won’t even break 
glassware. The shells are spring- 
powered—no powder, no danger. But 
talk about fun—you can play dozens 
of games with it, outdoors or in the 
house, and it’s great for target practice! 


The Fox Play Gun is made in the 
same factory with the big Fox Shot 
Guns, and it’s built to last. Ask your 
Dad to go to the nearest toy or sport- 
ing goods store and examine this new 
plaything. We believe he’ll be glad to 
get one for you. If your dealer hasn’t 
it, write to us. The price is $3.75, 
complete with ammunition and target. 


A. H. FOX GUN COMPANY 


| rox | 4712 N. 18th Street 
PLAY GUN| 


| Philadelphi 
| ® iladelphia 


‘ Makers of the famous Fox Shot Gun 
{ . 


j 
omy Dowie 


about the Fox Play 
Gun. Write for your 
copy — free. 


This folder tells all 


Breach 
iy Gn | 


War treat pee fa te werd | 


I 


PLAY GUN 
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THE SECRET OF BELDEN PLACE 


(Continued from page 639) 


spring and that you’ve forgotten where it is?”’ 

“Oh, I know what it is,” cried Patty. ‘“‘One of 
those panels in that wood isn’t a panel at all but 
a little door instead.” 

“You’re right, there,” Jimmy admitted. ‘But 
what good does it do us if we can’t get into it? 
I just happened to press a little place in the wall 
before, and the door opened.” 

“What sort of a place?” I asked. 


“It didn’t look like anything special. It was just 
a place in the wood that pushed in when you 
touched it, and then one of those little panels swung 
open like a door.” 

After that he was willing to have us hunt, too. 
It did seem that there should have been a little 
crack or something of the sort to help us. But that 
was just the trouble—there were so many cracks in 
the wood and it was so rough and worn-looking that 
we had no idea where to look. Jimmy was awfully 
put out about it, and we stopped teasing him because 
we saw that he couldn’t be blamed for forgetting 
where the secret spring was hidden. He still refused 
to tell us what it was that he had discovered, and it 
seemed as though we simply couldn’t stand it if we 
had to wait much longer to find out. 

And then—as we were almost ready to give 
up—Jimmy found it. He just happened to press 
the right spot down near the floor and the little 
door creaked open. 

He looked up at us triumphantly, pulled out his 
flash light and crawled into the dark hole that 
opened up before us. We peeped inside, ducking 
so as to not knock our heads against the ceiling, 
and could just barely see the outline of his form 
back in a dim corner, right underneath the roof. 
The little place we looked into was barely more than 
five feet wide but seemed to be as long as the room 
itself. Perhaps it was just another safeguard Great- 
grandfather had provided for the run away slaves, 
in case the mystery room had been discovered. 

Jimmy was tugging at some dark object and push- 
ing it toward the door. Patty slipped a moist hand 
into mine and I could hear her, breathing hard, 
right there beside me. Somehow, we just knew that 
Jimmy had discovered something awfully important. 

“Give me a hand, can’t you?”’ Jimmy called, and 
we reached inside and helped him pull the dark 
object out into the light. For an instant we 
couldn’t tell just what it was, it was so covered with 
dust and cobwebs. Then I found a dust cloth and 
wiped it off and there it was—a little old-fashioned, 
horsehair-covered trunk, studded with brass tacks. 
And on top, more brass-headed tacks forming the 
letters, was the one word—Patricia. 

Jimmy reappeared, all covered with cobwebs, too, 
and with a funny smudge on his left cheek. 

“‘That’s it,”’ he said, his eyes shining. 

*“You’ve found them, Jimmy,’ I cried. ‘‘ You’ve 
found the jewels!’ And I began tugging at the lid. 

But try as I would, the lid refused to yield. The 
trunk was locked. 


(Part II of “The Treasure of Belden Place” will 
appear in the November issue of CHILD LIFE.) 
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OUR BOOK FRIENDS 


(Continued from page 626) 


ABOUT HALLOWEEN 
Book of Halloween - - - - - - - =- = RuthE. Kelley 
LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD COMPANY, BOSTON 


Book of Holidays - - - - - - - Joseph W. McSpadden 
THOMAS Y. CROWELL COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Days and Deeds - - - - - - - - Burton E. Stevenson 
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, GARDEN CITY, N. Y. 


Good Stories for Great Holidays - - - - Frances J. Olcott 
HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY, BOSTON 


Happy Holidays - - - - - - - = Frances G. Wickes 
RAND MSNALLY & COMPANY, CHICAGO 


MAGIC AND WITCHERY 


Atlantic Treasury of Childhood Stories - - - - 
Mary D. Hutchinson Hodgkins 
ATLANTIC MONTHLY PRESS, BOSTON 


Black Cats and the Tinker’s Wife - - - - Margaret Baker 
DUFFIELD & COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Book of Elves and Fairies - - - - - - Frances J. Olcott 
HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY, BOSTON 

Boy Who Knew What the Birds Said - - - - Padraic Colum 
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 

Broom Fairies and Other Stories - - - - - Ethel M. Gate 
SILVER BURDETT & COMPANY, CHICAGO 

California Fairy Tales- - - - - = = = Monica Shannon 

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, GARDEN CITY, N. Y. 
Donegal Wonder Book - - - - - - Seaumas MacManus 


FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Crossings, a Fairy Play - - - - - - Walter de la Mare 
ALFRED A. KNOPF, NEW YORK 


Down-A Down-Derry- - - - - - - Walter de la Mare 
HENRY HOLT & COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Elfin Pedlar and Tales Told by Pixy Pool - Helen Douglas Adam 
G. P. PUTNAM'S SONS, NEW YORK 

Eliza and the Elves - - - - - - = = = Rachel Field 

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 


High Deeds of Finn - - - - - = Thomas W. H. Rolleston 
THOMAS Y. CROWELL COMPANY, NEW YORK 


In Chimney Corners - - - - - = = Seaumas MacManus 
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, GARDEN CITY, N. Y. 


oan’s Door- - - - = - = - = = = Eleanor Farjeon 
J 
FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Moonshine and Clover - - - - - - Laurence Housman 
HARCOURT, BRACE & COMPANY, NEW YORK 


More English Fairy Tales - - - - - - = Joseph Jacobs 
G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS, NEW YORK 
More Mystery Tales for Boys and Girls - - - Elva S. Smith 
LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD COMPANY, BOSTON 
Mystery Tales for Boys and Girls - - - - - Elva S. Smith 
LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD COMPANY, BOSTON 
New Plays From Old Tales - - - - - = Harriet S. Wright 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 


North Cornwall Fairies and Legends - - - Enys Tregarthen 
WELLS, GARDNER DARTON & COMPANY, LTD., LONDON 


One Act Plays for Young Folks- - - - - M.A. Jagendorf 
BRENTANO'S, NEW YORK 
Peep Show Man - - - - - - - = = = Padraic Colum 
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Red Letter Day Plays- - - - - - - Margaret G. Parsons 
WOMAN'S PRESS, NEW YORK 
Rose Fyleman Fairy Book - - - - - = = Rose Fyleman 
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Shen of the Sea - - - - - - = = Arthur B. Chrisman 
E. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Tale of the Good Cat Jupie - - - - - - =- Neely McCoy 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Topaz Story Book - - - - Ada WM. and Eleanor I. Skinner 
DUFFIELD & COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Wonder Smith and His Son- - - - - - - = Ella Young 
LONGMANS GREEN & COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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Gets hands cleaner 
-germs 90, too 


—that’s why mothers choose this 
purifying toilet soap 


NDOORS—outdoors—upstairs—down- 

stairs—what countless germ-laden 
things your children, and you too, find 
to touch and handle every day. 


Shoes, books, pets, toys, door-knobs, 
bannisters, money. Simple, everyday 
things that can’t be avoided —where un- 
seen germs may be lurking—waiting to be 
picked up by unsuspecting hands. 


Health authorities say hands may carry 
germs of 27 diseases. See list above. For 
safety’s sake, let your children—your 
whole family — always use Lifebuoy, the 
purifying toilet soap that removes germs 
as well as dirt. 


To safeguard health, the Lifebuoy habit 
has been taught in over 63,000 schools 
and millions of homes. 


By purifying the skin, Lifebuoy’s mild, 
antiseptic lather also keeps complexions 
fresh, clear and healthy—prevents em- 
barrassing odors of bodyand perspiration. 


Note its wholesome scent 


Everyone in your home will learn to 
like Lifebuoy’s clean hygienic scent—so 
wholesome, so assuring of greater safety, 
yet so quickly vanishing. 


And Lifebuoy costs so little—the greater 
protection it gives is actually free! Get 
Lifebuoy today, wherever soap is sold. 


Lever Bros. Co., Cambridge, Mass. 





ifebuoy 


r face-hands- bath, 





“The Neighborhood 
Rides Our Car” 


So says a Kansas man (*) in writing to us about 
the satisfaction his whole family derives from 
the SamsonKar which he bought for his boy. 
Girls and boys find equal delight and exercise 
in riding the sturdy 


SAMSON Kar 


A Florida physician (*) writes, ““The SamsonKar has 

iven my little 6 year old boy a lot of exercise, and I 
Feel it is one of the best investments in body building 
that I have made for him.”’ 





Get Your Boy One And 
Let Girls Ride It, Too 


Every muscle is brought into play by this rowing 
motion which propels the SamsonKar. It will last for 
years. Guaranteed for 12 months. 


‘“‘Wherever you go you see them; 
Wherever you see them they go.”’ 


(*) Names of writers sent on application. 
a ees 


DEALERS SELL THEM 


Cut out this advertisement and show it to your dealer. 
If he cannot furnish, send check to us for $12.50 and 
we will send it, all charges paid, or you can have it 
sent C. O. D. 


The Samson Manufacturing Co. 
310 Cliff St., Springfield, Ohio. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF ANDY 


(Continued from page 613) 


down by the fire. 
“Well and indeed!”’ he said. 


“And how are you 
all getting on? Quite a nice little gathering, I 
call it!” 

“And how’s life with you?” asked Charles 
Ulysses. 

“‘Middling,” sighed Billy, ‘‘only middling. People 


get more careless every day, that they do. I can’t 
keep up with it all. A grand piano—now I ask 
you! What’s a person to do? And yesterday 
there were three bath tubs. Still, it’s all in the day’s 
work. I suppose one mustn’t grumble. And you,” 
he asked, turning to Andy, who was busy trying on 
her beloved skirt again, ‘“‘how are you getting on?” 

And so Andy had to relate her adventures all over 
again, for the hundredth time. She was getting 
plenty of practice. But before she was half way 
through, the rag doll, who had been eagerly sorting 
over Billy’s collection, came running up, waving 
a torn paper over her head. 

“Listen, all of you! Here’s a devertisement, 
and it’s all about Andy!” 

“About me?” Andy cried, rushing to look, 
while Billy said, ‘“‘Pshaw! I knew I had that some- 
where! I was meaning to show you.” 

And they all pressed close, while the rag doll 
spread the paper out in the fire light to read it. 

And this is what they read: 


LOST! 


A WOODEN DOLL. JOINTED BODY, HEIGHT 
EIGHT INCHES, FAIR HAIR AND BLUE EYES, 
LAST SEEN WEARING A BLACK-STRIPED FROCK, 
SILK APRON WITH POCKET AND A GOLD RIBBON, 
ANSWERS TO THE NAME OF ANDY. 


A REWARD OF TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS 


IS OFFERED FOR HER RETURN BY HER 
DISTRACTED MOTHER 


At the sight of these words Andy was quite 
overcome. 

““My gracious goodness!” she sobbed. 
knew my mother loved me all that much! 
my other p-petticoat! 
minute!” 

“We’ll start at once,’’ Charles Ulysses promised. 
And he thought, “‘If only my airship hadn’t busted!” 

All Andy’s friends gathered round, soothing her. 
Nothing would change her determination. Indeed, 
little shivers of homesickness were already running 
up and down her back; but she would come back 
every summer, she promised, just as soon as her 
family went to the country. She could keep the 
cottage for her summer home, and the colony would 
be really finished and all the trees growing by next 
year. 


“T never 
Give me 
I must go home this instant 
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Dawn was breaking. In the eastern sky fluffy 
pink and yellow clouds began to show, growing 
brighter every moment. Andy, who had been 
staring up at them as she sat, her head leaning 
against Charles Ulysses’ shoulder, all at once ex- 
claimed, “‘Look, there’s a cloud coming right here!” 

And certainly one of the fluffiest and yellowest 
of the clouds did seem to be acting in a queer way. 
It was bearing swiftly down straight towards them, 
and the nearer it came the fluffier and yellower it 
grew, till with a swoop it landed right on the lawn 
before their astonished eyes. 

It wasn’t a cloud at all. It was the yellow 
cockatoo, very ruffled and with a piece of broken 
chain still dangling from his foot. 

““Now we can go home,”’ cried Andy. 
can really go home! He’ll take us!” 

““Home!”’ croaked the cockatoo, dancing on his 
grey, scaly toes and ruffling his yellow crest up till 
it stood on end. ‘“‘Home, indeed! I should say so, 
and high time, too! Here’s a pretty piece of work!” 

But he consented to stand still long enough for 
Andy and Charles Ulysses to climb on his back. 

““Eggie, too!’’ Andy exclaimed. ‘‘We must take 
my darling Eggie! He’s my adopted child!” 

But Eggie flatly refused. He wasn’t going to live 
in the city. But he would come and visit Andy 
every spring, and with that he scuttled away out 
of sight. 

The cockatoo pranced, flapping his wings. Andy 
and Charles Ulysses held on snugly to his soft 
yellow feathers. 

““Good-bye!”’ everyone shouted. 
Come again, Andy!” 

Now they were rising up in the air, headed straight 
for the pink and yellow sunrise, and now they were 
coming back. Andy’s voice once more came floating 
down to them, as she leaned anxiously over the 
cockatoo’s back. 

““What does she say?” asked the china cat. 

“Look . . . after . . Eggie! He’s. . .eat- 
ing . . . the colony!” 

“‘Heavens!” screamed the rag doll, starting to 
run, with the china cat and the soldier following. 
By the time they reached the colony, they found 
that Eggie had gulped down the public library and 
was just starting on Andy’s hotel. In another 
moment there would have been nothing left. 

“Stop him!” the rag doll cried out. 

“Hurrah!” shouted the wooden soldier, rushing to 
the rescue. 

Only the spotted horse remained behind. 

“TI always knew that child was dumb!” he 
remarked once more. And he strolled off to look 
for huckleberries. 


“Now we 


“Good-bye! 





CHILD 


LIFE 645 


StromBecker 
HEXOBLOX 


BIG PRIZE CONTEST 
Boys and Girls! 


Make designs and win a 
prize before Christmas 

































Butting Billy 


Earn some Christmas money—or a fine 


Bird Cage present for yourself by making original 
designs with Hexoblox. We want new 
ideas, so we're holding this big prize 
contest. The prizes are wonderful— 
worth working for, as you'll see below. 





Tea for One 





Rules for the Contest 


i. If possible make designs on Hexoblox paper. 
Send ioc for generous supply, and instruction 
booklet. 

2. You may use as man 


as 110 Hexoblox 
“Peep! Peep!” (equal to two No. 2 sets) for any one picture. 
Use the colors red, white, blue, yellow, green 


and brown. 
3. Color pictures with crayons or water colors. 


4. Send us as many pictures as you wish. The 
more you send, the better your chance to win 
a prize. 

5. You need not make all the pictures your- 
self; ask others to help you. 


6. Write paint on back of each picture your 
mame and address and the name of object 
pictured. 


7. Pictures will be judged according to the 
greatest amount of child interest shown. Here 
are a few suggestions: Nursery rhyme charac- 
ters, people, animals, flowers, etc. 

8. Contest closes Dec. 1, 1927. Awards will 
be made about Dec. 15th. In case of ties, 
duplicate prizes will be given. 


Ship of the Desert 


The Prizes 





1st Prize $25.00 in Cash 
2nd Prize . 10.00 in Cash 
Next 5 Prizes . 2.00 in Cash 
Next 25Prizes. A 50-Cent Set 















of Devoe’s Water Color Paints. 


Every contestant who sends in an origi- 
= idea, but does not win one of the 
above 


Hexoblox are made of wood, beautifully enam- 
eled in color on both sides. Unequalled for 
making pictures and designs, playing games 
and working puzzles, 

Booklet with complete instructions is included 
in each set; also 10 sheets of Hexoblox drawing 
Paper and — sheets in colors showing many 
pictures of things you can make. 


If your dealer cannot supply you 
mail coupon below. 
MsTROMBECK-BECKER MFG. co. 
Dept. A-10 Moline, Iilinois 








Hobby Horse 





Gentlemen: Enclosed find $......... for which 
| please send me the items I have checked. 
O 1 set No. 2 Hexoblox.................. $1. 


0) 2 sets No. 2 Hexoblox................. 2. 
O 1 dozen sheets Hexoblox paper......... 10 
(Write name and address plainly) 
































Children learn while they play 
American History in a fascinating 


7. romance of discovery— 
the heroic Colonists—the 
Pilgrims—the Revolution—in 
fact, all of the stirring march of 
events of American History to 


date. 
with pictures. 
History is fun at last! 


A Boon to Mothers 


“Mother is busy—go on and 
play.” How often have you 
said that? You did not want 
to—you wished to occupy the 
wonderful growing little 
mind. But what—?.. . This 
is your answer. Children are 
absorbed by the hour. Busy 
mothers enjoy the freedom— 
and delight in knowing their 
children learn while they 
play. .Have you worried about 
your child’s progress in 
school? This makes all school 
work more interesting. 


Endorsed\by Educators 


Teachers in leading public, 
parochial and private schools 
all over the country have used 
and recommended the I. N S. 
History cards. They know 
history can best be taught 
visually. To the imaginative 
childhood mind text seems 
“dry as dust’—but pictures 
are grasped and enjoyed. It 
is the modern method. 


Not a Destructible Toy 


Cards are printed with repro- 
ductions of famous paintings 


Played as a game, shown 
Not a text-book. 


and with many special maps 
and drawings. Information 
and the necessary dates, simple 
and clear, on the back. All 
encased in a handsome book- 
like case of maroon and gold 
Fabrakoid cover, novel size. 
A beautiful addition to your 
library when not in use as a 
game. Three or more may 
play from school age upward. 
And it may be used also as 
“Questions and Answers” book 
for adults. 


Send No Money— 
Examination Free 


Since our cards—unassembled 
in the game form—are sold by 
the thousands to many schools 
we can make our price unbe- 
lievably low. Ask your dealer 
—or fill in the coupon. Pay 
postman the price, $3.00 plus 
a few cents postage. Examine 
at your leisure. If not satis- 
fied, return in five days and 
your $3.00 will be refunded. 
Or send $3.00 and we will 
mail, postage prepaid, on the 
same money-back basis. Fill 
inthecouponnow. Your child 
is growing! 


INTERSTATE SCHOOL SERVICE, INC. 


138-140 W. 17th St., New York City 





COUPON to INTERSTATE SCHOOL SERVICE, Inc. 
138-140 W. 17th St., New York City 
Please send me your History Game on a 
five day money-back trial offer. 
I will pay postman on delivery, $3.00 (. 
Enclosed ischeck [j] money order ( for$3.00. 
(Name and address in margin below.) L10 


Fe 
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THE SMOKE MAN, THE 
WHITE CAT, AND HALLOWEEN 


(Continued from page 600) 


inside the room, and the smoke man and the kitten, 
outside the room, were all three afraid that some- 
It was such a shame to 


body was going to cry. 
have to stay in bed 
on Halloween. 

So all at once 
the white kitten 
jumped gayly 
through the win- 
dow. 

And the little 
smokeman jumped 
in after the kitten. 

Then what fun 
they had! 

For the smoke 
man was as fat as 
a big powder puff, 
and the kitten was 
as fluffy as a little one, and it made Betty chuckle 
to look at them. And the smoke man chased the 
kitten and the kitten chased the smoke man, and 
they ran around and around, and up over the bed, 
and down under it—indeed, they were like two little 
circus clowns, and Betty laughed till she cried. 

“This is the most fun I ever had on Halloween,” 
she said at last, “for I never saw a smoke man before. 
And I like a little white kitten better than all the 
black cats in the world.” 

“Really?” said the kitten, prancing with pride. 
“I’d like to tell them that!” 

“T’ve had fun, too,” said the smoke man, “but 
now I must go.” 

“Oh, don’t!” said Betty. 

“Smoke always goes up in the air! I wouldn't 
like to stay on earth a long time,” said the smoke 
man, “‘any more than you’d like to stay up in the 


air forever. I have liked it here to-day. But up in 
the air is—home! And home’s the best. Good-bye!” 


He waved his hand to them, and climbed out the 
window. 

““Good-bye,”’ Betty called. 
_ “Oh,” sighed the kitten, “‘I’m sorry he’s gone.” 

““As a matter of fact, I haven’t gone yet,” said 
the smoke man, climbing in the window again and 
looking a little embarrassed. ‘“‘I thought I was gone, 
but I’d forgotten about this string I’d tied around 
me. It holds me together and I don’t blow away.” 
He looked quite worried. 

“T’ll untie it for you,’’ Betty said comfortingly, 
and she did. 

“Thanks!” said the smoke man, much relieved. 
He drifted slowly out the window, and then they 
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saw him floating up over the tree tops, a little puff 
of smoke, waving his arms at them until he dis- 
appeared. 


‘Are you going, too?”” Betty asked the kitten. 


“‘He said that home was best,’’said the kitten. 
“But I haven’t any,” 


it added carelessly. 

“Then you can 
stay herewithme!”’ 
said Betty eagerly. 

‘*T like this 
for a home,” said 
the kitten. 

So it stayed 
and helped Betty 
get well, and 
then they played 
together. And 
sometimes when 
they were tired of 
playing, they’d sit 
still, side by side, 
and watch the smoke go up and up from the chimney. 
For they never forgot the little smoke man who 
came and went on Halloween. 








CHILD LIFE 
Information Bureau 


CONDUCTED BY 
FLORENCE GRIDLEY KNIGHT 


OTHERS! May we help you 
answer the questions of your 
children? Boys and girls ask so many 
questions, mothers are often at their 
wits’ end to answer them all and still 
have time for the many other things 
they must do. With the hope that we 
may help busy mothers, we are inaugu- 
rating the CHILD LIFE Information 
Bureau. Write us your children’s ques- 
tions that are of an educational nature 
and we will answer them. Please send 
them one at a time ina separate letter, 
addressed to the Bureau and accom- 
panied by a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. You will receive a response 
through the mail within a short time. 
A certain number of the most interest- 
ing questions we receive, together with 
their answers, will appear in this col- 
umn each issue. In no case will the 
names of the parents be published in 
the magazine. 


ADDRESS LETTERS TO 
Cuitp Lire INFORMATION BuREAU 


536 S. Crark STREET 
CuicaGco 


CHILD LIFE 7 647 





Satisfy children’s 
craving for sweets 
with wholesome des- 
serts they love 


Brer Rabbit 
Gingerbread 


Cream 3 tablespoons butter 
and '4 cup sugar; add | egg, 
beaten. Sifttogether1 ‘4 cups 
flour, 4% teaspoon salt, | tea- 
spoon each of ginger, cinna- 

mon, and soda. Add alter- 

nately dry ingredients and a 
mixture of 4 cup milk and 
‘“cupBrer Rabbit Molasses. 
Bake in shallow pan 30-45 
minutes in moderate oven, 





EALTHY little appetites clamor for 
sweets! And, happily, there are 
wholesome sweets that are actually good 
for growing boys and girls! 
Children love the flavor of Brer Rabbit 


—the pure, warm, mellow sweetness of 
the finest sugar cane! 


And you can give them all they want 
of it, for Brer Rabbit Molasses is a nat- 
ural sweet, retaining all the iron and 
lime of the sugar cane. 


Brer Rabbit Molasses comes in two 
grades: Gold Label—a light molasses for 
the table and fancy cooking. Green 
Label—darker, with a stronger flavor. 


Brer Rabbit Molasses 


F, Booklet containing amusing Brer Rabbit story 
REE— for children, and many delicious recipes 










PENICK & FORD, Dept. C 61 
New Orleans, La. 


aan send me the free book of new and 
-to-make recipes for using Brer Rabbit 
o3 Mo lasses. 


FP Riciincnntmemnieintcrinecnii 





Schoé] Shoes 
Schooltiine 


| 


Tan Gum Sole Bact 
price from$632 


Tan Russia Oxford 


! nee Black Gym Oxford 
price from$7% 


price from$ 522 


IMPORTED HOSIERY 
EspeciallyFriced 


bythe half dozen 


Leggings made to 
match the coat 
and hab 


J?) SLATER 


415 Afth Avenue 


1SEasbShn Street 
NewYork 
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CHILD LIFE 
Good Citizens’ League 


MOTTO: Responsibility. 
CREED: I live in one of the best countries in the world and 
wish to do all I can to make it better. 


PLEDGE: Every day I will do at least one thing to show that 
I am a good citizen. 





NEW PIONEERS 

“Pioneers!”’ said David. ‘But we study about 
the Pilgrims next month.” 

The members of the Brocton Good Citizens’ 
League had gathered around the blackboard on 
which Miss Bradley, their counselor, had written 
the subject for October—just two words, ‘“‘New 
Pioneers.” 

“What about the pioneers who are coming to 
our country every year?’ asked Miss Bradley. 
I am not talking about the early settlers who 
faced the perils of a wilderness, the ones we usually 
think of when we use the word, pioneers. I mean 
the new settlers who are coming to a strange new 
country now to found new homes.” 

““Yes,” said Elizabeth, “‘when Bianca first came 
over here, she said she must have felt every bit as 
frightened as the Pilgrim boys and girls. Every- 
thing seemed so odd to her. But now she feels just 
as much at home as any of us.” 

“That’s because you boys and girls became her 
friends. You explained what must have seemed to 
her some very perplexing customs, and you helped 
her to learn to love America and to know that it 
really is the land of opportunity that she had 
dreamed of finding.” 

“There are quite a few new Americans in our 
school,” said Bill. ‘I wish there were some way 
of getting better acquainted.” 

There was a way, of course, and the members of 
the Good Citizens’ League soon found it. The 
teachers in the school gave them the names of the 
pupils who had been living in this country less than 
five years, and to these the league sent invitations 
to a big, get-acquainted party. 

It was an unusual party in many ways—for one 
thing the guests furnished most of the entertain- 
ment. The members wore their everyday school 
clothes, except for Elizabeth and Bill who dressed 
up as Uncle Sam and Miss Columbia and welcomed 
the guests who had been asked to come, wherever 
possible, in the native costume of their former 
countries. Each new American or group of new 
Americans brought a gift to Uncle Sam—a gift 
which took the form of a song or a dance or merely 
an account of some custom peculiar to their former 
home. 

In a way, that one party lasted for a long time— 
much longer than just that one Saturday afternoon. 
For there were more good times together and the 
old Americans and the new Americans had become 
friends—and their friendship made better Americans 
of them all. 

(Continued on page 656) 
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Birthday Album 


OCTOBER 


October’s children should always choose 
An opal for a gem, 

And colors white and yellow 
Are lucky ones for them. 

The flowering hop, so it is sung, 

Will keep their hearts forever young. 


BIRTHDAY ALBUM 


To make the CHILD LIFE Birthday Album, trace the 
illustration given each month in an attractive scrapbook and 
copy the verses for the month beneath the picture. On the 
reverse side of the page—or on the following page—paste snap- 
shots of the members of your family and friends who were born 
during that month and have them write their names and the 
dates of their birthdays. On the cover of your album, draw 
three stars somewhat smaller than the one in the illustration. 
In two of these paste photographs of your father and mother; 
in the third, paste a picture of yourself. If you prefer, you 
may buy several gilt stars the proper size at a paper novelty 
or stationery store, and either paste your photographs on 
these, or cut out the center of the stars, tracing around a coin to 
make your circle perfectly round, and paste the stars over your 
pictures, so that the edges will form frames. At the end of the 
year, you will have a horoscope for each month, and your 
album will be complete. 


JOHN MARTIN'S BIG BOOK 


No. 11 


A standard annual for American 
children, carefully compiled by 
John Martin, with more than 
250 pages of stories of history, 
nature, biography, adventure, 
puzzles, riddles and suggestions 
of things to make and do. A 
picture for almost every page, 
many in color, $2.50. 


A BOOK OF PRINCESS STORIES 
Edited by Kathleen Adams and 
Frances Atkinson 


An attractively illustrated book of stories suit- 
able for children of eight to twelve years. 
Selected from the favorites in the children’s hour 
cycles. $2.00 


PIP ey 


By Leslie Crump 


Pip, a yellow pup, makes an 
amusing and startling trip 
over the U.S.A. An in- 
structive book with amus- 
ing colored pictures. $1.50 


Write for catalog of children’s books 


DODD, MEAD & COMPANY | 


449 Fourth Ave., New York 215 Victoria St., Toronto 


Can You 
Use More Money? 


HE CHILD LIFE MERCHAN- 
DISING DIVISION is ina 
unique position to help a few ambitious 
mothers to secure additional luxuries 
the feminine heart desires—to give to 
their children advantages they would 
otherwise forego, to earn the automo- 
bile they dream of—by devoting spare 
hours to unusually interesting work for 
some of the manufacturers who adver- 


tise in CHILD LIFE. 
Just fill out the coupon below— 


We will do the rest 


Sales experience is not necessary—only the 
ability to meet people in a friendly way. 


E. EVALYN GRUMBINE 
Advertising Manager, CHILD LIFE 


Merchandising Division, CHILD LIFE 
536 South Clark Street, Chicago, III. 


_ Iam interested in your plan by which I may turn my spare time 
into dollars. Tell me about it. 
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JOY GIVERS’  siitiz: 
CHUB © 4 


AUTUMN 
Autumn isa lovely time ‘ 
When all the leaves are turning, 


And witches ride with big black cats 
And bonfires are burning. 
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TOY-CRAFT BOOK | 






ELIZABETH GORDER, 


Written when Brightmoor, 
9 years Detroit, Mich. 





MILL AND 
WATER WHEEL 
See LePage’s Toy- 
Craft Book, page 21. 


This Fascinating 
Book 


will show you how to be a 
more skilful toy-maker 
than you ever dreamed 


HERE is a surprising amount of 

skilfulness in children’s fingers 
only waiting to be awakened and 
directed. LePage’s Toy-Craft Book 
proves fascinating to them, for it 
shows them how to make 23 different 
cardboard toys, giving them a world 
of fun, not only in making the toys, 
but in playing with them afterwards. 



























oF | 
In the Years Beyond 
Toyhood Days— 


; ‘OYHOOD DAYS! Precious years of | 
make-believe! But all too soon the 

carefree present melts into the sober future. 

Childhood buds into maturity. Joyous little play-feet 

ripen into healthy, grown-up perfection—or develop foot 

troubles that cause untold pain and suffering. 

Hail Simplex Flexies! Worn in childhood, they 

prevent foot troubles in maturity. Flexible soles and 

ample toe room let growing feet exercise freely—develop 

as Nature intended. Feet rest squarely on the ground on 


LePage’s Toy-Craft Book, handsomely 
printed, contains complete, easy-to- 
follow directions for making 23 dif- 
ferent toys. You can make the castle 
and the mill with water wheel illus- 
trated above, and 21 other toys equally 
fascinating. All you need is card- 
board cut from old suit and candy 
boxes. Nothing expensive, but just 





> oa 


ELIZABETH GORDER 


ee aaa (the correct way). Pliant little MY PETS loads of fun on stormy days. Wouldn’t 
gs can’t bow in or out. No rough seams or tack ends ? m i i . 
to irritate tender skin. All this, plus I have a little rabbit, you like to own a copy of this wonder 


real style, at a cost no greater He eats like a pig, ful Toy-Craft eee It’s like having 
than you pay for ordinary shoes. a toy shop at your finger tips. 







; : And pretty soon, before I knew it, 
These are reasons why your children : 
should wear Simplex Flexies. You He was very, very, big. Cate ° 
i can get them at the ame ae stores en cents (coin or stamps) 
anywhere. Ask your dealer for free y 7e li i 
, copy of beautifully illustrated r6-page —[ I gant ig oe aisle | for LePage’s Toy-Craft Book 
style E 3 , ; ‘ . 
i Let the children try this new way of making 
SIMPLEX SHOE = ae thy . oe | their own toys. It is good education in 
MFG. COMPANY icking its brother! craftsmanship. You and they will be surprised 


Depe. E-710 | . and pleased at the nice things they can make. 
Milwaukee Wis I have a little turtle, | Just aaa your name aan a = 

: : : | coupon below, tear it out and mail to us today 

ill. His shell 1S brown and green, | with 10 cents (coin or stamps) and we will at 

Creators of daintier footwear And he’s the funniest little turtle once send you a copy of LePage’s Toy-Craft 


for young feet from 1 to 21. I ever have seen | Book, postage paid. Address LePage’s Craft 
Si l | age 5 it 1 Essex Ave., es Mass. 
Flexies are made ii ri se r ear ou € coupon now so you won't forget it. 
limp ex icky 4 mewn in ecb I have two little birds, . " . 
bigh and low styles. They ’re cute as they can be, © 
: @ And one Easter morning 
je [ They laid an egg for me. 
| y 
ye CX eS I have three little goldfish, GLU E 
KEEP YOUNG FEET YOUNG ‘ i — just an gold, a 
S50 ise ed eel nd pretty soon a ree of them, 
eesgen. beoll \ Will be one year old. th Bottles and lubes 


‘ bring you two very 
















interesting, nicely MARGARET NOLTE, nS . 
yemgors naga Los Angeles, Calif. | Mail this coupon 
eaee cctons Umintthiihns citi 
for the children’s EPAGE’s CRAFT LEAGUE, 511 Essex Ave., 
entertainment. HALLOWEEN | Gloucester, Mass. 
as P Gentlemen: Enclosed please find 10 cents (coin 
a Giidlemen+Sintiva testes heads Black cats and witches appear. or stamps) in payment for LePage’s Toy-Craft Book. 
i| Flexies dealer — also your booklets “The Halloween 1s very near. Please send a copy to: 
1 Care of Baby’s Feet,” explaining the six Glaring pumpkins are here 
{| fundamental features to look for in chil- | On every veranda far and near Name....... eR Manins wasisparsuaad Suen ae ohm ae eee neue 
| dren’s shoes, and“The Tale of Brownie {| es : : 
| Lightfoot,” a fairy story for the kiddies. _| | And In the lighted sky Secade 
| i. Witches will fly. PR. sna Dok whns'e ces Spikpihistasaceiaomteinalueie datdenaaiend aaa 
RRL EET OO He 7 
| MARJORIE SMITH, CUE a ieee ows eta esddase eer OMS otk cis ccskews 
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They Learn 
while Playing 


Early childhood play is the form- 
ative period that moulds the 
future of your boy or girl. 


Let a “‘Litho Plate’”’ Educational 
Blackboard mould the natural 
talents of your child to express 
himself while at play. Let the 
instructive and entertaining 
charts and smooth, unbreakable 
blackboard provide practical in- 
struction and an endless source 
of amusement of which the child 
will never tire. 
oe 


BETTER THAN SLATE 


Educational 
BLACKBOARDS 


Sold by leading department, toy 
and furniture stores. 


If your local mer- 
chantcannot supply 
you, we will be glad 
tosend you a “‘Litho 
Plate’? Blackboard 
as illustrated, with 
thirty-three educa- 
tional charts and 
unbreakable slated 
blackboard @ $4.95 
or one having fifty- 
five educational 
charts with eight 
charts in color 
@ $6.75. F. O. B. 
Muncie, Indiana. 


RICHMOND 
SCHOOL FURNITURE CO. 


Muncie, Indiana 


| Age 91% 


Joy Givers Club 


AUTUMN SONG 
Do you know when nuts are falling, 
When the leaves turn red and gold, 


When the squirrels hunt their storehouse 
And the bears a cave from cold? 


It is when the year is dying, 
And Autumn days are here, 

When Nature is preparing 
For winter time so near. 


BETTY ae Cox, 
Gary, Ind. 


THE ROSE FAIRY 


Mother sent me to the store the other 
morning, and. as I went by Aunt Marie’s I 
saw that she was picking a bunch of roses 
off of her rose bush for me to take back to 
my mother. Just when I got nearly to 
Snookey Scott’s house (a little friend of 
mine) a petal shedded off the rose, and all 
at once I thought that it was the fairy’s 
skirt, and then after awhile all of the petals 
fell off and I thought they were the rest of 
the fairy’s skirt and its wings. Then 
nothing was left but the bud of the rose, 
and when it finally dropped to the ground, 
I knew that that was the fairy. 

Next the stem fell out of my hand and 
all the green leaves dropped off of it except 
one, and that made me think that the stem 
was the fairy’s wand and the little leaf that 
was left on it was the star. The fairy’s hair 
had tinsel around it. The dress was cream- 
colored, with tiny rose buds around it, and 
the fairy had on little tinsel shoes with 
drops of roses hanging down from them. 

And then something happened. The 
little fairy came up to me and asked me 
if I wanted to be a fairy and I said, “‘ Yes,” 
and so the little fairy told me she was the 
queen of Fairyland, and changed me into 
the princess. 

After awhile I came to the store and I 
knew I had thought about the little rose 
and the fairy queen so much that I had 
~~ forgotten what Mother had sent 
me for. 


MARIANNE MARTIN, 


Age 5. Greenville, S. C. 


MARIANNE . MARTIN 


OCTOBER 


October, the brown month of the year, 
Curling dried leaves come falling o’er earth, 
Time to get ready for wintertime drear. 

On Halloween our hearts fill with mirth, 
Because of the goblins abroad in the land. 
Each boy and girl, now summer play ’s done, 
Returns to school life, new duties begun. 


BETTY BUTLER, 


Age 9. Oakland City, Ind. 


Playtime or 
Party Wear 


—there are delightful 
garments of Babette 


Firm and strong construction makes 
this fabric the leading silk for useful 
garments—soft and lustrous finish 
makes it superb for beautiful ones. 
And, absolute washability is, of 
course, necessary in either case. 


There are garments of Babette for the 
infant and the high school Miss. 
Always look for the label. 


BABETTE 
Silk Dress for Dolly! 


A beautiful silk dress for dolly will bring real 
delight to any child. And, any child old 
enough to holda needle can sew together the 
dress which we offer as a sample of Babette. 
Send the coupon and 10c (to cover mailing 
expenses) for a large 
swatch on which is 
printed the pattern of a 
doll’s dress. Swatch can 
also be used 
for handker- 

chiefs. 


10¢ 


CAPITOL SILK CORPORATION 
171 Madison Ave., New York City 


printed on Babette. 


Please send me a a for doll’s dress, 
am enclosing 10;. 


Name _ 
Address 


City___ 


I 


___ State__ 
buy most of my children’s clothing at 








Shaped to fit 
a child’s foot 


co care is taken to follow the 
exact lines of a child’s normal 
foot when the lasts for Cantilever 
Shoes are made. That is why this 
well-made shoe always fits so beauti- 
fully and keeps its shape as long as it 
isworn. There is room for the toes, a 
nice snug fit around the heel and the 
instep is gently ‘‘corseted’’ so that 
the ee cannot crowd forward. 


Children’s feet acquire strong, well 
defined arches in the Cantilever Shoe, 
which is flexible from toe to heel. In 
this shoe the foot muscles can exer- 
cise and build the strength they need 
to hold the twenty-six bones of the 
foot in arched formation. Circula- 
tion is free. 


You will approve the conscientious 
way that Cantilever Shoes are fitted. 
Cantilever fitters know how import- 
ant it is to fit the growing foot 
properly. Cantilever prices are mod- 
erate and styles are smart. 


Cantilevers are sold from coast to coast and 
within easy shopping distance of most readers of 
this magazine. If you do not find a Cantilever 
store listed in your telephone book, write 
Cantilever Corporation, 428 Willoughby Avenue, 
Brooklyn, N. Y., and they will send you the 
address of the nearest store and an interesting 
booklet about children’s shoes. 


antilever 
Shoe 


For Health and Economy 
Men. Women. Children 
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Dear Miss Waldo: 

I am in the second grade, and I go one 
mile to school. I have a little rat terrier 
dog named Cherie. I have a little flower 
garden all my own. 

I live on a farm that my great-great- 
grandfather bought from the government 
when Iowa was first settled. There are 
many hills covered with timber. There is 
one little knoll up in the woods that used 
to be an Indian burying ground. Many 
Indians used to come to visit it. 

My uncle has three ducks, and he said 
that we could keep them through the 
summer. The little one (she is an English 
call duck) is the cutest one to watch. We 
will throw down a grain or two of corn 
and she will just run to eat them. 


CAROL FOSTER, 


Age 6. Hamburg, Iowa. 





CAROL FOSTER AND HER 
COUSIN VINCENT 


My dear Miss Waldo: 


We are some of your little friends away 
out here in Kansas. We always have your 
magazine on our library table at school. 
We are all in the first grade at Whittier 
School. We asked our teacher to write 
to you for us, and to send our poems and 
stories. We like to make up stories; our 
teacher writes them down as we tell them 
out of our imagination. Every other day 
is our day to tell stories for the class. On 
the other day our teacher tells them to us. 


Perhaps you would like to hear some- 
thing about our school. We have a com- 
mission form of government just like our 
daddies and mothers have, and we elect 
the heads of the departments. Each room 
has an assistant to every head. All Salina 
is proud of our government, and we often 
have nice letters from bankers and other 
important people. 

On next Friday evening at seven o’clock 
we are to have a May Fete. There will be 
May poles, dances, and all sorts of pretty 


things. We elected a queen from the 
sixth grade. Her brother is in our first 
grade. Wewish you could come. But we 


know you cannot accept all the invitations 
you receive. 

If you think our poems and stories are 
good enough we shall like to have you put 
them in the paper. We forgot to tell you 
that we also have a school newspaper that 
is published every two weeks. It has four 
pages to it. 


Your friends, 
WHITTIER SCHOOL FIRST GRADE, 
Salina, Kan. 
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WAIST UNION SUITS 
In Knee Length Styles 


we 
_ meet the require- 
ments of the mod- 
Union Suits are offered 


in knee length as well 
as ankle length styles. 





Every ent, of any 
syle, tas all the well- 
known E-Z features 
which for years have 
been an assurance to 
mothers of comfort, 
health, warmth, econ- 
omy. 





Sold by the better Stores everywhere. 
Price $1.00 a suit. 


THE Fy Zwast 


nliON Sur 


**For any Child of any age’’ 


THE E-Z WAIST CO. 
19 Thomas Street, New York 
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Start A Business 
For Yourself - 


R.W. D. BLAIR (at the top) 
says, “‘I did not go into 
subscription work to make a 
living only. I made a careful 
observation and could see that 
a substantial business could be 
built up.” After two years 
work he has built up a business 
which nets hima very desirable 
income. 


CHILD LIFE offers you an 
opportunity to start a business 
for yourself while keeping up 
your regular work. Many busy 
mothers are making a nice in- 
come even though they have 
only a few leisure hours a week. 


Right now is the very begin- 
ning of the heaviest subscrip- 
tion season of the year. You 
can add materially to your in- 
come and make the beginning 
of a real business for yourself 
by handling subscriptions to 
CHILD LIFE during the fall, 
and winter months. Next year 
you will have the renewals and 
can add new business. 

CHILD LIFE has many part time 
representatives who make from $5.00 
to $50.00 a month. The income 


depends entirely on the amountof time 
that they devote to CHILD LIFE. 
We should like to tell you about 


our plan so that you, too, can start a 
business of your own. 


CHILD LIFE Subscription Club 
536 S. Clark Street, 
Chicago, Ill. 


NAN McCULLOCH, Secretary 


Please tell me your plan for starting a 


business for myself. 


Joy Givers Club 


Dear Miss Waldo, 

I have been reading my magazine and 
I thought you might like to read some 
verses I wrote this summer when ten years 
old. Our family took a trip down south 
this past summer in our car. We went as 
far as Miami, Florida. My brother and 
I had lots of fun going in swimming in the 
ocean every day while at Miami Beach. 
I wrote this one day when we were riding 
through Georgia. I had a chance to visit 
Philadelphia and Washington. We saw 
many interesting things in all the states 
we went through. 


Yours truly, 
ROWLAND VANCE RIDER 


WAY DOWN SOUF’ IN GEORGIA 


Way down Souf’ wha’ dey aint much snow, 

Way down Souf’ wha’ de cotton grow, 

Way down Souf’ is wha’ Ah’d like to be, 

Wid de little pickaninnies all aroun’ me, 
Way down Souf’ in Georgia. 


Way down Souf’ wha’ dey ain’t much rain, 

Way down Souf’ wha’ dey’s sugah cane, 

Way down Souf’ is wha’ Ah’d like to be, 

Cuttin’ up watamelon fo’ you and me, 
Way down Souf’ in Georgia. 


Way down Souf’ wha’ dey’s many a peach, 
Way down Souf’ wha’ dey’s a basket full 
for each, 
Way down Souf’ is wha’ Ah’d like to be, 
Munchin’ a peach wid a pickaninny, 
Way down Souf’ in Georgia. 


ROWLAND VANCE RIDER, 


Age 10 Syracuse, N. Y. 


MARY ALYS ROODE 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

I have a little playmate, and who do you 
think it is? It is my little kitten. His 
name is Dicky and when I run at him, he 
jumps at me. I have fun in the summer 
time. 

Sincerely yours, 
Mary ALys ROopE, 
Age 8. Montpelier, Ohio 


Masterpieces 
of Art 
2250 beautiful reproductions 
of famous paintings by old 
and modern masters; portraits 
of eminent men; biblical and his- 
torical scenes; architecture, sculp- 
ture and statuary; in short, the art 
galleries of the world brought to 
your home. 


‘he Perx Pictures 


are used throughout the schools of 
the nation to help educate and inspire 
children. At home, you can make an 
art gallery of their playroom; make 
them familiar with the influences that 
have guided civilization. Persons of 
all ages love to read pictures. Due to 
the volume production attained in 
thirty years by Perry Pictures they are 
most inexpensively priced at 


ONLY TWO CENTS EACH 


for 25, or more. Size 5% x 8 inches. 
Send fifty cents for the 25 popular 
subjects illustrated, including Cat- 
alogue; or fifteen cents for only 
The Perry Pictures 
Catalogue 


of 1600 miniature illustra- 
tions and specimen Perry 
Pictures. Worth many 
times its cost as an art 
Guide Book. Use 
coupon below 
NOW! 


CLS e* ¥ oO 
o ¥9ex* we oe 


GIRDLO 


Pateciod heb. 30. 1385 


WITH the freedom of 
being uncorseted, the 
problem of trim, 
unwrinkled stockings 
is delightfully solved 
by the Velvet Grip 
Girdlon. 

Worn around the 
hips instead of the waist, the 
Girdlon is perfectly comfortable 
and harmonizes with your lingerie. 

Three sizes—small, medium, 
large. From $1.00 to $2.50 post- 
paid. If you don’t find it readily, 
write us giving hip measurement 
and color desired. 


GerorcE Frost Company, Boston 


Makers of Velvet Grip Garters for 
women and for children of all ages. 
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E.1. HORSMAN CO. INc. 





900 BROADWAY, NY. 


Makers of fine dolls 









SuHeet Music 


SAY “CENTURY” and get the best 
Certified Music. It’s 15c (20c in Can- 
ada). Most teachers use it. Parents ap- 
preciate the saving and the pupil gets 
the best. Get free catalog of 2500 se- 
lections at your dealers, or write us. 
Century Music Publishing Co. 
232 West 40th Street ¢ 
New York City ‘ 


SNOOKUMS 


the world’s most famous baby screen star, in 
Universal Pictures. Like all otherwise children, 


e 
Wears 


GAAS MARE AEG: HS CLROEFICH. 

Kiddiemox are genuine moccasin play footwear 
for children pa can be obtained in most high 
grade shoe stores, but if you cannot be supplied 
at your local dealers, your order will be sent 
C.O.D. direct. Kiddiemox sell in infants’ size 
2 up to children’s size 11 in both oxford and high 
cut styles at prices ranging from $2.50 to $3.00. 
Illustrated folder on correct care of children’s 
feet on request. 


BERKSHIRE FOOTWEAR CORP., Dept. L, Holliston, Mass. 


Photo of Snookums by permission of 
niversal Pictures Corp. 








circs EARN XMAS MONEY 


Send for 30 CHRISTMAS PACKAGES. [Each package 
containing 48 assorted Christmas Seals, Cards, and 
|Tags. Sell for 10 cents each. When sold send us $1.50 
j}and keep $1.50. Or send for 50 packages of Christmas 
Post Cards, 6 in a package. Sell for 5 cents. When 
sold send us $1.25 and keep $1.25. Orsend for 30 
ages of Christmas Greeting Cards and envelopes, 
package. Sell for 10 cents. When sold send us $1.50 
and keep $1.50. We trust you. 


CHRISTMAS CARD CO., Dept. 4, Beverly, Mass. 


Dutch Girl Soft Doll 


Our Sewing 
Book No. 17 
just out with 
new designs 
for gifts and ' 
bazars. Four House Mending Bag 
additional pages in full color. 
Sheet of designs for tracing. 
Original and novel needlework 
using 


WRIGHT'S BIAS FOLD TAPE 


Send 10 Cents in Stamps 
for book and three-yard sample in fast color 
percale tape inany one of the fol- 
lowing colors: Yellow, Linen, Aaa. 
Light Blue, Orange, Red, Navy. Yale 
Blue, Emerald, Lavender,OldRose, 
Pink, Copenhagen, Tan, Reseda, 
Brown, Black, Peach, Gold. 


Wm.E.Wright & Sons Co. 
Manufacturers 
Dept. 157 Orange, N. J. 


Dt 


CONUS 


Terre 
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I’M HAPPY 


The west wind blows; 
The sun shines bright— 
Just the kind of a day 
To fly my kite. 


RUSSELL SHIRK, 
Salina, Kan. 





MARGUERITE MILLER 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


The picture I am sending was taken on 
our way home from New Jersey. The one 
with the bear is me and the other my sister. 
I have read the letters of other ‘Child 
Life’ friends and hope you will publish this 
one. 


I have read my magazine for two years 
and certainly enjoy it. It is very enter- 
taining, and has lovely stories and every- 
thing one can wish for. 


Sincerely yours, 


MARGUERITE MILLER, 


Age 10. Portsmouth, Ohio. 





RALPH R. PORTER, JR. 


My aear Miss Waldo: 


My mother wanted a picture of my toys. 
It took her such a long time to fix them. 
I brought out my “Child Life’’ and she 
took all of us. 

I have more toys than you can see and 
lots of games and books, but I like my 
magazine best of all. My daddy buys it 
for me, and I can’t remember when I have 
not had it. 

I have a black cat, named Cherry. 


I had 
a collie dog too, but he was killed. 


Your sincere friend, 


RALPH R. PORTER, JR. 


Age 9. Inglewood, Calif. 
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A PUT-OFF BIRTHDAY 


ary Ellen sat on the porch, gazing out 
om "the wide fields, the merry winding 
brook, and the large knotted oak trees. 
But she was not thinking of those things. 
She was ‘thinking of her birthday. She 
wasn’t going to get anything on that won- 
derful day, because they couldn’t afford it. 

“You are making Mother and Daddy 
feel dreadful,” said Mrs. Wellington. 
“Please, dear, brace up and have a good 
time on your birthday, even though you 
won’t get to have a party or presents.” 

“But, Mother,” protested Mary Ellen, 
“T just get a birthday once a year. 

“‘Dear,’’ replied her mother, “all we have 
left are those mines out in Montana, this 
farm, and you. If those mines bring any 
money, which we doubt, we shall be rich. 
But if they don’t, we shall have to sell this 
beautiful farm, and move to a little old 
house, where we wouldn’t have anything. 
Now, dear, please be brave and help us.” 

“Oh, Mother,” cried Mary Ellen,**I didn’t 
know it was so bad as that. Of course, I'll 
be brave and I'll not say a single thing 
more about my birthday.” 

Her birthday dawned—a beautiful day. 
The sunbeams played in and out of the 
leaves and twigs of the trees. The brook 
seemed merrier than any other day, and 
the birds seemed to know also that Mary 
Ellen was eight years old that day. 

Mary Ellen jumped out of bed and 
dressed very quickly, then ran downstairs. 

‘‘Hello, Mumsy,” she sang. 

‘‘Happy birthday, dear,’’ said Mother. 

Mary Ellen went through the same 
routine of the day, always cheerful and 
happy, and when she went to bed that 
night, she knew she had helped her dear 
father and mother. 

The days wore past. But there was a 
change in everything. Mr. and Mrs. 
Wellington exchanged queer little glances 
and winked, which made Mary Ellen wonder. 

She wakened up one Saturday morning 
and gave a little cry of surprise, for some- 
thing was licking her hand. 

“It’s a puppy,” she cried. “Oh, you 
darling thing!” And, sure enough, it was 
a tiny little woolly puppy, which she decided 
to name Tag. 

About ten o’clock that morning a big 
limousine drove up with ten girls and boys. 
Mary Ellen didn’t know what it all meant 
until they all piled out, laughing and yelling, 
“Happy birthday!” Then she knew it 
was her party she had wanted so much. 
She got many presents, and they were just 
the things she wanted. 

They played many games, all of them 
having a good time, but Mary Ellen having 
the best time of all. About 12: 30 they all 
gathered under a huge oak tree which made 
a sort of play house. Mrs. Wellington 
brought out dainty sandwiches, deviled 
eggs, olives, pickles, apple salad, lemonade, 
cookies and ice cream for their lunch. 
After they had finished everything but 
their ice cream, a great big birthday cake 
was brought out. 

About four o’clock the big limousine 
drove out of Wellington’s garage, and after 
many good-byes, the guests piled in and 
rode away, waving their hands. After 
they were all gone, Mary Ellen turned to 
her mother, asking, ‘‘Mother, whose car 
was that?” 

“Ours, dear,” said her mother. 

“Really?” cried Mary Ellen. ‘Oh, 
Mother, did the mines out in Montana 
make us rich?” 

“Yes, dear, they did.” 

That night as Mary Ellen was being 
tucked in bed by her mother, she said, 

‘Oh, Mother, I’ve had the loveliest birth- 
day, even if it was a put off one.” 


MARGARET ELOINE GOEBEL, 
Age 12. Jacksonville, Ill. 


Joy Givers Club 


Ask Your Dealer to show you 
the famous VaBABY 


and made moccassins.& 
and cries. Eyelashes#aeen 
aby Rattle. gift card and ie 


For 50c. addits ANTA shirt and 
VANTA pan : # piece dress outfit. 


iF YOUR DEALER CANNOT waver YOU, : — “ eoren a 


aa -—e- es teeeees 


‘LOUIS AMBERG & 80" 000 Greatuay, tiew Yor. 
ERG DOLIS i Enclosed is *$4500) $6.00) $7.00 (810.00) si4.09 
The World Standard : (check which) for which please have delivered VANTA 
i$ BABY of size and style specified 


LOUIS AMBERG & SON | Ailesicoeciicannliatad cpp 


869 Broadway | ¢iv- ve 
NEW YORK, N.Y DEALER'S NAME 


*50c extra for 4 piece dress outfit on doll Specially in VANTA 
SHIRTS and VANTA PANTS. 


Variety, Mystery, Fun » 00 GES=IT » » » s Four Games In One 
FIRST, it shows you y myrterions ways travel in far away lands. SECOND, Sees rates, 
abodes of stran; tranger people, THIRD, it tells you euatecel 's secrets of protective coloring omen oe 

and how to distinguish the ga: way pl male from his more modestly —_e- wife, And OUNTH for very, 
= little A og ere is a rollicking co! = ot nursery rhymes in picture and story. That’s GES-IT. First you 


wees ose ou cannot, then GES-I you. Gaily colored, accurate, Seen ane — 
for $1. (Denver West $1.10). For sale wherever taye exe will send direct for price ,plus postage. 
KNAPP ELECTRIC CORPORATION PORT CHESTER, NEW YORK 


Also Manufacturers of the Electric Questioner and the line of 
American Industry in Miniature 


acd: 


eS hae 





Soap and Sealing Wax— 
learn this delightful new craft 


SEND io cents in stamps for The 
Dennison Soap and Sealing Wax packet 
containing full instructions on this 
new and interesting method of model- 
ing and coloring soap. It includes 
patterns for tracing, guides for color- 
ing, catalogue of colors and reproduc- 
tions of finished models in color. 


Boy and Girl Scout leaders, play- 
ground and recreation leaders and 
teachers may secure these packets, in 
quantities of 20 or more, at 5 cents each. 
Use the coupon below in ordering. 


PROCTER & GAMBLE 


PROCTER & GAMBLE, Educational Dept. 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 


I enclose ..cents in stamps. Please send me 
“Soap and Sealing Wax Packets."’ 


(For amounts over $1.00 please 
send check or money-order.) 


frequently strain Eyes. 


Use Murine for relief 


When you return from a picture 
show with strained, tired eyes, ap- 
ply afew drops of soothing Murine. 
Almost instantly they will feel 
strong and sed . . . ready for 
anything! A month’ssupply of this 
harmless lotion costs but 6oc. 


yee 


EYES — 


Hang Pictures in the 
Children’s Room with 


Moore Push-Pins 
Glass Heads—Steel Points 
For Heavy Pictures 
Moore Push-less Hangers 
Scientifically Secure Safety 
10c pkts. Everywhere 
MOORE PUSH-PIN CC., Philadelphia. Pa. 


Baby 
A Bath With 


CHILD LIFE 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


I have just come to Poland and like it 
very much. When my first magazine 
came we were still staying in Germany. 
I was ever so glad to see it, for my books 
were not here. Mother didn’t think she 
seman the address, but it came through 

ne. 


Will you please send me a membership 
card, as I would like to become a Joy 
Giver? Will some of the children please 
write me? 


My address is: Giesche Spolka Akcgjna 
Katowice, Poland. 
Here is a poem I made up myself. 


I have traveled through Austria, too, 
And saw an Austrian Zoo, 
But I knew when I came 
They would all be the same, 
None better than U. S. A. 
Age 10 HORTENSE BROOKS 


Dear Miss Waldo: 
I am sure you will know who I am and 


all the children that read this letter, as | 


about two years ago, I wrote to you and 
you published my letter in the Joy 
Givers. I am sorry that I did not answer 
all the letters that I received but if I tell 
you the matter why I didn’t answer the 
children that wrote to me, I am sure they 
will excuse me. Won’t they? 
write because I moved from Rio Canto and 
now I live in Matanzas. 

I hope you will publish this letter. The 
children may be sure I am going to answer 
all the letters that any girl or boy write to 
me. 

Your friend, 
ADELFA FERNANDEZ, 
Colegio Irene Goland, Matanzas, Cuba 


WD 


GOOD CITIZENS’ LEAGUE 
(Continued from page 648) 


Honor Points 


An Honor Point is awarded for each day 
a good citizenship deed is recorded. The 
monthly Honor Roll lists the names of 
those who earn twenty-five or more points, 
and there is a prize for members who earn 
two hundred points during eight consecutive 
months. Write your name, age and ad- 
dress at the top of a blank sheet of paper; 
then each day you can record the date and 
your deed or deeds for that day. Send 
your October list of good deeds in time to 
reach us by November 5th, if you want to 
see your names on the Honor Roll. Any 
good citizenship deed recorded will count, 


but it is suggested that members’ October | 


activities shall center around the subject, 
“New Pioneers.” 


League Membership 


Any boy or girl who is a reader of 
CHILD LIFE may become a member of the 
league and, upon application, giving his 
name, age, and address, will receive a 
membership pin. We shall be glad to help 
you start a branch league among your 
friends or among the pupils in your room 
at school and shall mail pins for the boys 
and girls whose names, ages, and addresses 
you send us. 


Address all inquiries to Frances Cavanah, 
Manager, CHILD LIFE Good Citizens’ 
League, 536 S. Clark St., Chicago, III. 


I didn’t | 
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5° 
Earn $3 BY HOUSEWIFE IN SPARE HOURS ° 
to $10 Many women are using this easy and 
perhour pleasant way to earn extra money for 
the things they need. Older boys 
and girls, too, are making alot of money as our rep- 
resentatives: box assortments also offered. 
Sell made-to-order Personal Christmas Greeting 
Cards. Big demand—sell themselves. Experi- 
ence unnecessary. Write today. 


CYPHERS CARD CO., 90-120 Pearl St., Buffalo, N.Y. 


pp fects ene Case 
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Makes a messy job, clean; 
a hard job, easy and quick, 
and the fruit looks better to serve. Ask 
your dealer. Write for circular. —and— 


a good proposition for agents. . 


GRAPEFRUIT CORER 


BOYLE PRODUCTS CO. NEW HAVEN, CONNe 
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BOYS & 
cir-ts Harn Xmas Money 
No Work—Just Fun. 

Write for 50 Sets St. Nicholas Christmas Seals. Sell 
for 10c aset. When sold send us $3.00 and keep $2.00. 
St. Nicholas Seal Co., Dept.121 CL Brooklyn, N. Y. 


BOYS & $2.00 Given NO WORK 


GIRLS JUST FUN 
We Trust you until Christmas 

Simply sell 50 Sets of Our Famous Christmas Seals for 

10c a set. When sold send us $3.00 and keep $2.00. 


AMERICAN CHRISTMAS SEAL CO. Dept. 81CL Brooklyn. N.Y. 


Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


OU can banish those annoying, 

embarrassing freckles, quickly 
and surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will 
wonder how you did it. 
Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while yousleep. Leaves 
the skin soft and white, the com- 
plexion fresh, clear and transpar- 
ent, the face rejuvenated with new 
beauty of natural coloring. 
The firstjarproves its magic worth. 
Results guaranteed, or money re- 
funded. Atalldruggists,50cand $l. 


Stillman's 
Freckle Cream 


Removes |] Whitens 

Freckles | The Skin 
gusenceseseseeeseseeseeees 
The Stillman Co., 126 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. 


Send me your FREE make-up and skin treat: 
ment booklet. 
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